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Finding lazy 


Author's Notes: 

Hey, l'm alive again! So this story is a combination of two things: a dream | had in a night | actually slept well 
(haha) and a conversation based on my real-life relationship with my wonderful boyfriend (who, by the way, 
has an inkling that | do stuff like this, but has been kind enough not to say it. Or weirded out enough not to 
talk about it lol). | have this story mostly outlined, so updates should come more regularly than in the past, 
but | do not make promises. | am currently out of a job and trying to get a new one, and that is taking up a 
lot of my time. Wish me luck! Special thanks to all the people who stuck with me for so long, all the people who 
take the time out to read and comment on my stories, and imyourrocketqueen for convincing me that this was 


a story that HAD to be published. Enjoy. 


Days. It had been so many fucking days. Going from one person. To the next, asking the same questions, always 


hitting dead ends, but finally, this could be the one. 


| looked up from the crumpled napkin in my hand. 201 W. Hanley St, Apartment |. Huh. This was it, but it sure 
didn't look like much. Some of the white paint was peeling off the porch and the porch light had a huge crack in 
the glass. Not to mention the fact that this street was pretty much a tiny little alleyway. Fucking awesome. 


Well, here goes everything. 


| knocked on the shabby door. | could feel my heart pounding in my chest, like my ribs were going to explode 
into a million shards of bone and tissue. It had been so long since I'd seen him..what if he didn't recognize me? 


Or what if | couldn't think of anything to say? Shit..maybe this was a bad idea.. 


| heard some banging and thuds and someone laughed loudly inside. Jesus, it sounded like an elephant stamping 


in the damn house! Shit! But then came the clinking and fumbling of the door being unlocked. 


There he was. Just as | remembered him. Dark, midnight hair, pale, clear skin and willowy. Holy God he hadn't 
changed a bit. He leaned easily on the doorframe. Impossibly cool. | couldn't hear anything over my racing heart. 


Did he recognize me? 


"Hey, man. Can | help you?" Jeff said in his laid-back, effortless drawl. Unruffled, nothing ever bothered him. 
Ever. Meanwhile my heart is going to burst and my stomach is doing somersaults. | swore | could feel sweat in 
between my fingers. But | had come this far. No turning back now. | couldn't ... | had nowhere to turn back to.. 


"Jeff. Jeff Isbell." | tried not to stammer, but man it was hard. | just couldn't believe it was really him and not 
another dead end. Finally, finally after days of looking..weeks, even..l'd finally found him! He raised his eyebrows 
and his eyes widened slightly. 


"Who are you? How did you know my name?" He demanded, slightly suspicious. | faltered. Wait..so he didn't 
recognize me at all? Not even a bit? | could feel myself sagging a little with disappointment. Wow.. 


‘Jeff.its me..don't you remember me? You don't recognize me at all?" | asked in a small voice that | didn't 
think | was capable of. | sounded like some downtrodden mouse. Real rockstar all right, Axl. He eyed me, but he 
had this glint in his eyes, like his brain was working and the gears were turning. 


"Wait..you look familiar.have we met?" Jeff asked, sticking a hand in his pocket and looking me over. | didn't say 
anything. This trip couldn't be for nothing.. he looked me over even harder. Rolling my eyes, | took off my rain- 
spotted aviators. Then he gasped, and | knew it hit him. 


‘Oh my God.Bill?" Jeff breathed, his eyes like fucking dinner plates. He had his hand over his mouth like he 
couldn't believe what he was looking at. | stared What, did he think | was a mirage or some shit? "Holy shit, Billl 
What are you doing here? How did you find me?" 


But he didn't sound happy at all. He sounded more like he was..alarmed. | would have loved to call ahead, except 
no one gave me your fucking phone number, you asshole. | came all this way from fucking Indiana just to find 


him, and this is the reaction | get? 


"| got your address from some guy at a bar... he says he knew you. Blonde, short, ears pierced a thousand 
times?" | huffed, folding my arms. Some welcome, Jeff. "Can | come in, at least?" | gestured to my backpack. 


Plus to the fact that | was fucking soaked from the goddamn cloudburst we had just had 5 minutes ago. He 


hesitated and looked slightly uncomfortable. 
"Uh..well.." He shifted his weight, trying to keep his cool, but clearly doing a shifty job. 


"Izzy, is something wrong? The water's going to boil over, man" | heard another voice in the background. But it 


wasn't one | recognized. 


"Who the hell is that? And who's Izzy?" | asked, raising my eyebrows. Jeff blushed a little. Wow. Never seen 
him do that before. 


"Izzy is.me. | changed my name a while ago... I'm Izzy Stradlin now. And.he's my roommate." My thoughts 
stopped in their tracks with an unpleasant thud. But before | could open my mouth, someone else appeared in 
the doorway. He was tall, taller than Izzy, with some muscle clinging to his slender frame. He had a cross 
earring dangling from one ear, and half-spiked dirty-blonde hair that made him look like Mike Monroe. He had 
on a Led Zeppelin shirt and a pair of tight leather pants that clung to his legs like shiny black ink. His eyes 
were bright and clearly curious as they surveyed me. | shifted under his glance. | hated it when people looked 


at me... 
"Oh, who's this?" The Mike Monroe-clone said in interest from behind "Izzy". 


"Oh, this is..a friend of mine from Indiana. Bill, this is Spike, my roommate. Spike, this is.uh..Bill" | tried not to 
shudder. 


"Axl." | murmured. "My name is Axl now.." It wasn't on paper, but | no longer considered Bill to be a part of 
who | was. You aren't the only one who's changed, Jeff. Or "Izzy" or whatever the hell you said your new name 


is. 


"Well, it's nice to meet you. I'm Spike, l'm Izzy's friend and roommate." Spike smiled, and damn he looked like he'd 
walked right off an album cover. He extended his hand under Izzy's arm and offered it out to me. | didn't take 


it, my arms were still folded. 


"You know his real name is ‘Jeff, right?" | said heatedly. Who the fuck was this guy to act like he knew 
everything about Jeff just because they met here and lived together? 


But my remark didn't seem to bother this Spike guy at all. He just continued to stand there and smile like | 
hadn't opened my mouth. What a weirdo.. 


"Ah yeah, | recall him telling me that." Spike nodded. He took a closer look at me. "Holy hell, you're soaked! | 
guess that was rain we were hearing earlier. Do you want to come in and dry off? My dryer is a piece of 
crap, but it does the job. And we have clean towels and everything." Izzy looked petrified now. What the hell? 
Jesus | didn’t realize me showing up here was that much of a problem, you dick! Maybe | shouldn't have shown 


up at all 


"No thanks. | don't need any help." | spat, not caring about being polite anymore. Fuck that shit, and fuck you, 
Jeff. | made to turn around to go. Where | didn't know. 


"But you're dripping wet, and it looks like it's going to rain again. It's really no big deal" Spike said. Jeff stared at 
him, very shell-shocked. 


"But what about dinner? And where would he sleep?" Jeff asked, almost like he was protesting it. That's it. Fuck 
this shit. Fuck you, Jeff. | thought you were my friend! 


"He could take the pullout couch. Plus, I'm pretty sure we have enough spaghetti for three people, Izz." Spike 
laughed almost affectionately. | didn't think anything was funny though, and obviously neither did Jeff. 


"But what about--" Jeff made to protest again. 


"No, you know what, no. Thanks but no thanks. | don't need your charity. Thanks for everything, Jeff. You're a 
really fucking great friend!" | stormed off, out into the pitch dark with my wet clothes and soggy backpack. | 
could hear both of them telling me to wait, but | drowned them out, and tried to ignore the hot, burning tears 


that were welling up from the corners of my eyes. 


Forming Hollywood Rose 


Author's Notes: 
Yay a new chapter! | honestly did not expect this one to be done so soon | hope it's ok. 


A special shoutout to Mr. David Bowie. found out about his death as | was writing this and it broke my 
heart..especially since Spike is, in part, based off of him (and Mike Monroe of Hanoi Rocks)..The afterlife must 


be a rockin’ place.. 


Thanks to imyourrocketqueen for beta-ing this and giving me the encouragement | needed to go on. And of 
course to slashsgirl and sgSixx for their continued support. Also to all of you for reading this. Enjoy. 


Un-FUCKING-believable. | just couldn't understand.| put everything on the line.Everything! It took all my savings 
to get a damn Greyhound ticket! Fuck, | had to sell the few records I'd kept hidden under my bed! And DAYS! 
DAYS spent just trying to track the bastard down because he never stayed in one damn place. And this was 
the thanks | got? Well fuck him! | didn't need him. Clearly he had that blonde freak to make him happy, what 
the hell did he need me for? 


Panting, | ducked inside a dilapidated, abandoned movie theatre. The carpet was shredded The rain was once 
again pounding. | shivered, starting to feel fucking cold in my wet clothes. | knew | was going to get a rash from 
these soaked jeans. Fuck.now | had nowhere to go.lt took all my money just to get here. | had no money to get 
anything to eat, let alone find a motel to spend the night in. Didn't really think about what I'd do once | actually 
GOT to LA. | guess maybe in the back of my mind I'd hoped Izzy would let me crash at his place.Ha. Yeah 
right. 


| heard a thumping but moist sound nearby. It was soft. Harsh breathing accompanied it. | couldn't see in the 


dark. But my heart rate doubled. | knew exactly who it was. | could sense it. Fuck. 
"Go the fuck away.” 
A sigh in the dark, out of breath. 


"Look, for what it's worth, I'm sorry | acted like | did, ok? | just.t didn't expect to see you ever again..let alone 


out of the damn blue.| didn't know how to react. But. guess the way | handled it could have been better..." 
"Oh, you fucking think?" 
"Come on..Don't be like this..." 


"Jeff, how the fuck do you want me to be? You were all | had in Indiana, and then you just fucking up and split! 


| spent fucking DAYS wandering around this city looking for your sorry ass! | went from bar to bar and asked 
everybody. | almost got shanked at least three times! And then | finally find you and you act like you couldn't 
believe what you were looking at?! | thought we were friends, man." 

Goddammit, | could hear my voice ready to break. Why was | such a pussy? | could feel something warm close 
to me. | knew he was there. | didn't have to see him to know. He was right next to me now. A touch on my 
shoulder. 

"llim sorry. didn't know.! didn't realize how much you'd gone through just to find me. I'm sorry. Please 
believe me. | really am. But this really isn't the best place to talk about this. Come back to the apartment. 
We'll. we'll get you dry and into some clean clothes. Get you some dinner, I'm sure you're hungry...” 

| huffed, but didn't answer right away. When | did, | still found it hard to keep the heat out of my voice. 
"What's with your weird-ass roommate?" | asked bitterly. He sighed in the damp darkness. 

"Bi--Axl---he's not weird. He's not. Really. Trust me. Just give the guy a chance, will you? Come on. He offered 
you the couch. The least you could do is be grateful" Jeff said. | stared at what | knew were my feet. But 
something about the way they looked at each other..the look in Jeff's eyes. It was..weird. 

"What is he to you, anyway?" | said, playing with one of my shredded laces. | heard Jeff swallow hard. 
"He's--he's a friend--" 


"Are you fucking him?" 


He coughed loudly. | could tell he'd just choked on his own spit. Against the bitterness bubbling in my stomach, | 
whacked him on the back. 


"Bill--Axl! Where the hell did that come from?!" He gasped, still coughing. 

"Are you?" 

'|--does it matter if | am? Axl, you know I'm bi, | told you how many years ago...” 
"So?" 

He sighed again. 


"Look, whether I'm fucking him or not..can't you give him a chance? Please? Come on, it's downpouring. Just 


sleep on my couch tonight. Let me make it up to you." 


"| don't need your charity." | didn't. Go ahead and replace me, "Izzy". | don't need you being nice to me, I'll be 


fine on my own, you know. The last thing | want is to depend on someone. I'm my own person. Jeff clicked his 


Tongue impatiently. 


Ok, fine, sleep here in this mold-garden. But at least hear me out for a little bit longer. My buddy Chris and | 
are putting together a band." My head picked up. A band? Already? This was too good to be true. "We need a 


singer. | want you. | need you. There. Ok? Are you in or are you out?" 


| stared at him in the darkness. And | could feel his eyes staring back. | think we both had this weird ability to 
sense each other's moods, almost. It was just a thing we had. He wanted me to be the singer? And.did he 
really mean it when he said he needed me? The same guy who virtually turned me away from his apartment a 


half hour ago? 

"Fine." | said eventually. "On one condition: we call it 'Rose'." 

"Egotistical much?" 

"Look, do you need me or not, jackass?!" 

"Chill out. Fine. I'll call Chris and let him know. He lives up in Laurel Canyon with his parents. They're practically 
loaded. Come meet us at the Rainbow tomorrow night. It's on the Sunset Strip. You should be able to find it, 
and if not, go ring my doorbell. If I'm not there, Spike will give you directions." | heard the rustle of his soggy 
clothes as he stood up. "Are you sure you don't want to crash at my place? The couch is more comfortable 


than this shitty carpet." 


"Yes, l'm sure. | don't want to hear you two..going at it.." | mumbled, feeling the heat rise in my face. Was | 


blushing? What the hell was that about? 

"Oh, give me a break Spike has class tomorrow and it's late, genius, we're not going to do anything." 

"You're dating a minor?!" | screamed, leaping to my feet. What the actual FUCK, Jeff? 

"Jesus, NO! God, enough with the fucking questions already! Just show up at the Rainbow tomorrow at 8:30! 
Goodnight!" And with that, he stormed angrily out of the movie theatre and | was left alone with my bitter, 


bitter thoughts. 


But at least | had a band now. 


A Second Meeting 


Author's Notes: 

| am on a rolll My resolution was to write more, so | am doing my best to stay on it. | included a little tribute 
to The Man Who Sold the World here: the cat is named "Bowie". Her original name was Gemma. It was all | could 
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To clear any confusion, Spike is an original character. | made him up. Honest. XD Thanks to everyone for 


reading! 


Here | was, back on Izzy and Spike's front porch for the second time in two days. | was hoping to avoid this 
place as much as humanly fucking possible, but dammit | was not going to ask some drunk biker skinhead for 
directions to the Rainbow. Ha. I'd rather die. Whatever. Hopefully Izzy was home. | didn't really want to talk to 
that Spike any more than | had to. Every time | thought of him, all that came to my mind were images of him 
plowing Izzy on some messy, unmade bed. | shivered. Fuck.He didn't get to lay his hands all over Izzy like that- 


Hand trembling with anger, | knocked on the door. Flecks of peeling paint stuck to my hand. Gross. The lock 
unlatched. 


Goddammit. 
"Oh. Hey." 


There he was, dirty blonde hair sticking up towards the ceiling. Fuck my miserable life. | should have asked a 
drunk biker skinhead instead. | could feel my face flushing. 


"Hey yourself. Axl, right?" He said, leaning against the doorway. He looked like David Bowie today, with his shiny 
black high-collar tank top and his dangly earring. 


"yeah. ls Izzy here?" Maybe Izzy was here. But | guess | better not get too hopeful, knowing my luck over the 
past few days. 


"No, man, | think he went to the store for groceries." No of course he's not here. That would be way too 
convenient for me. "He's supposed to be back in a few hours though if you want to wait for him. You can 
come in if you want." Spike swung the door open a little wider. 


| gazed inside with distaste. | hardly knew the guy and he was inviting me in? Fuck no. | wasn't that stupid. 


"Thanks but no thanks. I'll just wait for him on the porch." | sat on the concrete. No way was | going all the 


way back to my apartment only to have to come back here when Izzy showed up. Spike could just fucking deal 
with it. 


"I's gonna pour any minute. Please come in. | don't want you to get sick Plus this isn't a great neighborhood. 
Please. It'll give me some peace of mind” He was pleading, but it didn't sound desperate. His voice was.. gentle. 
It's like this guy was never bothered by anything. Wish | could be like that. Ugh, what the hell was | saying? 


This guy was bizarre.. 


Wordlessly, | stepped into the small apartment. The brown threadbare carpet was covered in junk Shoes 
everywhere, stacks of books about ready to topple over, empty plates, sweatshirts.. Jesus it was a fucking 
pigsty, but at least there weren't any roaches or mice. When was the last time this guy straightened anything 
up? 


"Feel free to sit anywhere. Sorry the place is so cluttered; | haven't really gotten around to cleaning yet. 
Haven't had too much time." Spike said apologetically. No shit Sherlock. He sounded pretty sincere though. From 
what | could tell anyway. What the hell did | know, I'd only met this guy twice. 


‘Sure. Whatever." | sat on his lumpy, Brady Bunch-style couch. Tweed. How in God's name could anyone be 
comfortable sitting on this? | crossed my legs and folded my arms, taking the place in. Please deliver me from 
the fucking ‘60s. The walls were this sick sort of peach with posters and pictures tacked up all over it: 
Aerosmith, David Bowie, Hanoi Rocks, Billy Idol.. what looked some pictures of him at events and shit.. Even the 


doorframes and staircase were out of date. What a swell place you got here, ya friggin’ weirdo.. 


A small mewing noise at my feet got my attention. | looked down at my ankles. A small Calico cat sat next to 
my beat-up cowboy boots, playing with a strip of peeling duct tape hanging off of one of my heels. She 
seemed to be quite amused by it and barely seemed to notice that it was attached to a person. Hesitating, | 
reached down and scratched her soft, splotched head. She started purring and closing her bright green eyes. 
Huh. The cat was nicer than he was. Go figure. Spike saw and laughed. 


"Look at that. Bowie's already taken a liking to you. She's usually pretty shy. It took her months to get used to 
Izzy being here. You like cats?" Spike asked warmly, clearing a few thick books off of his armchair and sitting in 
it. Bowie didn't even notice; she just kept purring and demanding (with her eyes) that | continue to scratch her. 


"| guess." | said shortly and shrugged. Now he wants to smalltalk? Good God this is torture. "You named your 


cat after David Bowie?" 


"The legendary Ziggy Stardust." Spike smiled somewhat ruefully. "I almost named her Ziggy, actually." | raised an 


eyebrow. 


"ok then.." | devoted all my attention to the cat, who had proceeded to lie down right on top of my feet. At 
least SHE wasn't weird. Who in the hell names their female cat after David Bowie? 


"So, how do you know Izzy?" Dear fucking God, can't you just let me pet your cat in peace?! Why the fuck do 


we have to talk?! No | wonder | hated meeting new people. 


"We were friends in high school." | said bluntly. Bowie had jumped up on the couch next to me and was trying 
to swat the charm dangling from my neck. Apparently this guy doesn't know how to take hints. 


"You guys must have been close for you to come all the way out here looking for him." 
"Yeah." 


"I just met him at a bar. My friend was the bass player in the band that night and he was interested in her. 
She ended up leaving LA. to go back to Michigan, so | guess it was pointless anyway." He laughed. It irritated 
me. HE irritated me. "Hey, l'm sorry | didn't ask you right away, do you want something to drink? | don't have a 


whole lot..there's water, soda, orange juice.! think | have some wine left." 


"Soda" Anything to get him out of my hair, even if for only a second or two. Spike went into the kitchen 
Finally. | just continued to give Bowie affection. Truthfully, | loved animals. We weren't allowed to have any 
growing up, but my neighbors had this sweet Husky that | grew attached to. But | didn't want to give him 
something else to fucking talk to me about. As soon as Izzy came home and gave me directions, | was out of 


here. 
Spike handed me the can | didn't say thank you. 


‘Izzy actually talked about you a lot to me, before you came from Indiana" said Spike over his own can of soda. 
| finally looked away from the cat and up at him. | snorted. 


"Ha. | find that hard to believe." | said stingingly. Spike blinked, as if he was surprised that | didn't believe him. If 
Izzy had really talked about me that much in a positive light, he wouldn't have acted like an ass when | knocked 
on his damn door. What a load of shit. 

"No | really mean it. He talked about you all the time. The guy wouldn't shut up about you. Kind of fascinating 
actually. He said how much fun you were to hang out with, how funny you were, and that you had a voice 
that can blow everybody away. He also said you were really attractive." 

| dropped my soda can. Bowie ran for it. My whole life came to a screeching halt. 


What. The. Fuck?! 


"What?" | said, aware of how wide my eyes were. | couldn't move. | couldn't blink. This--this wasn't true..no 


way.lzzy, he--he wouldn't say that.why would he say that--? 
‘It's true, | promise." 


| hugged myself close. No, no. This wasn't true. This wasn't possible. It couldn't. couldn't. wouldn't.why.. 


| had to leave, | had to gol Someone, anyone, help me! My heart was pounding out of my chest and it was hard 
to breathe. My chest was hurting; why was this happening to me?! | couldn't swallow, my hands were sweating, 
| had to run--l leapt up and tried to leave, but my legs were shaking so bad they didn't want to hold me up-- 


no, No, no, No-- 

"Axl, are you alright?!" Spike asked, voice shaking with concern. | felt two hands softly squeeze my arms; the 
rest of me was numb. | could feel myself trembling and shivering. Painful tears. Let me go! Let me gol Izzy 
would never say that! It wasn't possible! Not when he has you! "Breathe, Axl, breathe. You're hyperventilating. 
You're going to be ok, | promise. Just sit back down and breathe--" 

Izzy doesn't care, he doesn't need me--| can't breathe--someone help me! 


"AXLI" 


Everything was gone. 


The Med Student 


Author's Notes: 
chapter 4 is here! | tried to be as accurate as possible, so if | miss something, then please let me know. thank 


you all so much for reading this, | really appreciate it. I'm going to go read some GNR comic books now lol 


The popcorn ceiling swam into view. | blinked, trying to clear the darkness from the corner of my eyes. Ugh. 


felt like | got hit by a fucking freight train My head was pounding.. Why the hell was | on the floor? 
Someone was holding my hand, their warm fingers touching my wrist.who the hell..? 


| blinked again. Spike was kneeling next to me, holding my wrist gently in his hand, glancing at his watch. What 
the--? Holy fuck! What the hell happened? What did he do to me? Oh God, oh God! 


| sat up and yanked my wrist out of his hand. He jumped. 


"Axl! You're awake. Good, that's good. | was worried." Spike said. And he looked it. But my heart was pounding 


and images were flooding in my head--images | couldn't chase out-- 
"Yeah | bet! What did you do to me?" | asked, trying to hide how scared | felt. Spike looked taken aback 


"N-nothing, | promise! You--I think you had an anxiety attack.you passed out.| was just taking your pulse when 
you came to. | swear, that's all" said Spike, looking slightly affronted. Huh? What the hell? Was that about? 
But--l think he was telling the truth. | glanced down at my clothes; they seemed intact and unchanged. But 
shit--I felt dizzy again--Spike's eyes widened. 


"Easy, easy there. You did just faint, after all. Don't overdo it. Just lie back for a bit” He put a hand at my 
back and helped me lie down on the floor again. He grabbed a book off his desk and fanned my face. | felt so 
sick, like | was going to throw up. "Wow, you're really pale.! think your blood pressure bottomed out. Hold on, | 


can check it for you." 
He fastened a blood pressure cuff around my arm and started pumping it. | stared. 


"Where'd you get that from?" | asked, still feeling really dizzy. Don't tell me this guy had some weird fetish or 


some shit... 


‘Oh, this thing? l'm a med student at UCLA. I'm in my final year, so I'm actually interning at Sinai this 
semester. | had to have my own equipment, so.." The cuff loosened "Yeah, your blood pressure is really low. 


Just lay down for a bit and it should come back up." 


"Y--you're not gonna stick me with any needles, are you?" | said, starting To panic again. God, | hated shots. | 
used to struggle when my doctor had to give them to me; I'd always almost faint in the office, they'd have to 
get other doctors to help hold me down. He unfastened the cuff. 


"Oh, God, no. l'm not allowed to do that yet. | don't have an official license. | can take vital signs and administer 
First Aid and CPR. That's about all until | graduate. So, no, | won't give you any shots. | promise." He sounded so 


warm and sincere. He even smiled at me. "How do you feel now? Any better?" | swallowed. 
"Uh..yeah, a little." | WAS feeling a bit better, though | still felt sort of weak and my heart was still racing. 


"Your color is coming back. With your permission, | want to take the rest of your vitals. ls that ok?" Spike 
asked me. Holy fuck.maybe..maybe | was a bit rough on this guy. He's going to all through all this trouble to 
just to make sure I'm ok.Christ, now | feel bad. 


"Sure, | guess." He unrolled a stethoscope from his desk chair and placed the bell on my chest. | shivered, holy 
shit it was cold. 


‘Oh, sorry. Sometimes | forget that they feel cold. Take a few deep breaths for me, ok?" My face felt hot all 
of a sudden. What the actual fuck? Where did this all come from? And why did | feel so nervous? Doctors did 
this all the time... 


| heard purring near my head and felt something soft and fluffy rubbing against my shoulder. Bowie was back 
and apparently intent on showing me some affection. It made me smile a little. | just wished the rest of me 


would catch up. 


Ok, just keep breathing deep, that should help recirculation some oxygen back to your head. I'm gonna listen to 


your heart now, ok?" 


He moved the bell of the stethoscope. Suddenly | was hyper - aware of my heart and how fast it was beating. 
All the heat rushed up to my face so rapidly | felt dizzy again and it was hard to fucking breathe! What the 
hell was wrong with me tonight? Christ.. 


‘Oh wow.'m sure you already know, but your heart is pounding. Try and take a few deep breaths. Relax. 
Everything's gonna be ok" 


| felt him take my hand and squeeze it gently. His hand was really soft and warm..no one | knew had hands like 


that. Wow... fuck, listen to me. What the hell am | saying? 


"Axl? Do you wanna lie on the couch until you feel better? | have a blanket too if you want it" Spike looked at 
me, clearly concerned My face flushed Bowie had flopped over on her side and lay against my shoulder, 


purring. 


"why are you going to so much trouble just to help me?" | mumbled. Spike blinked. 


‘lm sorry?" 
'Like.why help me? I've been nothing but a dick to you since | met you..why help me?" 


"Well.first and foremost, I'm studying to be a doctor, its my job to help people. Second of all, I've had people 
be much nastier to me than you have. And third of all, you're Izzy's friend. He cares about you a lot. And | 
care about Izzy a lot, therefore, | care about you alot. Does that all make sense?" | stared at him. What planet 


was this guy from? 
"not exactly. But.its fine..l'Il roll with it." 


"Good response." Suddenly | felt relaxed. | wonder if this guy had the same effect on Izzy. His touch, his voice.. 
They were almost soothing. This guy was going to be a good doctor, thats for sure. Did he really mean what 


he said about me? 


"Your heart seems to be slowing down. That's a good sign Do you feel any better?" | could feel myself blushing 
like the setting sun. Again. How fucking embarrassing. | didn't realize he was still listening. 


"Yes..thank you.." | mumbled, finding it hard to look at him. | felt like a Class A jackass. Even after | was such a 
dick to him, the guy still went out of his way to take care of me.. 


"That's good. Why don't you stay and lie down for a while? The couch is open or, if you want, you can go up lie 
down on my bed. Bowie will probably join you; I've never seen her get so attached to someone she just met. 
She doesn't even act this way around Izzy. You should drink something, water preferably." said Spike, helping me 
sit up slowly. Bowie watched. 


"Thank you, but | don't want to be any more trouble than I've already been." | said, feeling highly embarrassed. 


"Like | said, it's really no trouble. You're more than welcome to stay and lie down until you feel better. Just as 


long as you don't mind if | get some homework done." 
| sat down gingerly on the couch and laid down, still feeling a little weak. Bowie jumped up next to me and 
cuddled into my chest. | scratched her under her chin. God | felt so tired.. So much shit had happened over the 


last few weeks... | was so fucking beat.. And it had been so long since | had something real to sleep on.. 


Maybe.maybe | did jump the gun on Spike.. just a little.. 


| Was Worried 
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| woke up, feeling so warm and cozy. | couldn't remember the last time | felt so good.. | was staring at the 
Tweed couch cushion beneath me. | still felt a bit tired, but | rubbed my eyes to try and clear the sleepiness 
from them. Bowie was laying right against my chest, her head resting on my wrist. Something soft was draped 
over me... turned to look and saw a fluffy red blanket. Someone had covered me..Was it Spike? 


| sat up and the blanket fell off of me. Bowie was still sleeping. | saw Spike sitting at the little desk in the 


corner of the living room, poring over a book. | yawned and he turned around. 


"Oh, you're up. Did you want something to eat or drink? | guess | should have asked you when you were awake, 


but there were more important things to worry about then. Izzy's back, | know you were waiting for him." 


And sure enough, there he was, standing in the doorway, with a strange expression on his face. It looks like a 
cross between surprise, relief, and worry. It was a face I've never seen him make before. What the hell was 


that about? He didn't say anything right away. 


"Axl, you're awake. Good. l'm.l'm glad." and before | knew it, he flung himself down on the couch next to me 
and pulled me into his chest, hard. He gripped me tightly to him, as if he was afraid to let me gol | felt the 
breath being driven out of me. What was this? This never happened to me before.. Was this really Izzy doing 
this? His chest was really warm.why was he holding me like this? 


| was worried about you..Spike told me you passed out.. are you sick? Have you been eating enough?" He 


pushed back my hair and felt my forehead. "You feel kinda warm, Ax.” 


Okay, this is getting a little too uncomfortable for me, and my heart started to pound again. It felt like the 


walls were closing in on me. | needed to get away just a little-- 


'I--lm fine. Honest, | am. | appreciate the concern but I'm OK. Really." | said shakily. | found it hard to look him 


in the eye, which is a shame, because he had such interesting and clear eyes. Fuck me for being the way | am. 


"Ok, I'll trust you. But you should at least eat something. itll help you feel better. Then we can go up to the 
Rainbow tonight together and meet Chris, if you feel up to it still" said Izzy in one of the most gentlest voices 
I've ever heard. Definitely not a voice I've ever heard him use. "You really scared me though, Axl.. Don't do 


that to me.. 


| thought my heart was going to stop." 


Whoa. Where the fuck was all this coming from? One day he doesn't want to see me, the next day he's 
panicking over me! Was he PMSing or what? 


"| was worried..." said lzzy in a soft voice. 


The worst part was that he looked it. 


Meeting Chris 
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Well, this was awkward, to say the least. 

Here | was, crammed into this booth with Izzy and this guy, Chris, who | just met on some tarry rooftop not 
two hours ago. ‘Let's go for drinks! Izzy said. ‘It'll be a great way for you to get acquainted, he said. Ha. What 
a load of shit. | guess being here in LA made him forget that | can't just start up conversations with people | 
just met. Duh. And | was bored. | was on my third Long Island and it was really starting to hit me. | stirred the 


lemon in my drink so it swirled around the glass like a yellow tornado. Somehow it cured the boredom a little. 


"So, you went to high school with Izzy, right?" Chris asked me. | looked up, my head kinda moving on its own. 
And a little more than | wanted it to. 


"Uh huh. Good times, good times." | said, still stirring the lemon around. | really didn't have good table habits 
when | was tipsy..drunk.whatever | was... All | knew was this was boring and | wanted to just get the fuck outta 
here. Damn, the room looked weird when it was blurry. 

"Ax, stop that" Izzy said, grabbing my hand to stop me from playing with the lemon. 

"Why? It's fun" 

"You're making me dizzy, man." 


"Maybe you had too many, lz..." 


"No, YOU'VE had too many, Axl, thats your third Long Island and you can't sit still Anyway, you're cut off" | 


stared at him. 
"Oh yeah? And where am | gonna go to sleep this off, 122? I'm homeless, in case you forgot." 


| have a guest room you can use." Chris said, sipping Izzy's vodka slyly so that the management wouldn't see. | 


looked up at him fully. 


"You do? Like..you wouldn't mind?" Ok, | liked this guy already. Why can't all of Izzy's friends be like this? 


Seriously... 


"Yeah. But you have to get a job. My parents will expect you to pay rent. That ok?" Chris asked, shaking his 
long dyed blonde hair out of his face. He really looked like a rocker. | just hope he plays as good as he looks. 


Meanwhile Izzy was staring across the table with this dumbstruck look on his face, like he can't believe what 
he just heard. Hasn't he been paying attention to this entire conversation? Idiot. 


"Hang on a minute Chris, you just met the guy." Izzy said. Then he rounded on me. "Spike and | already told you 
that you could sleep on the couch. Remember? Or are you too drunk for that?" 


"Haha, you're funny, Izz.| don't want to hear you and your boytoy going at it at all hours of the night. Thanks 
but no thanks. | don't want to fall asleep to that." | giggled into my drink. Not exactly my idea of beauty sleep. | 


tried to chase the images away with another swig of my Long Island. Izzy blushed furiously. 


"Axl! For fuck's sake!" Izzy hissed. "What the hell is wrong with you? He is NOT my boytoy!" | snorted. | was 
drunk, but not blind | knew what that was. Serves you right, motherfucker for replacing me with Major Tom. 


"OK Izzy, then what is he? Because | know he's not ‘just a friend’. I'm not that stupid" | shot back, looking him 
dead in the eyes. | could see him getting angry, but | didn't care. He stranded me out in Indiana, hightailed it out 
here, and then when | finally showed up on his doorstep, he threw me out like yesterday's trash. | don't fucking 
think so. 


"Dammit, why is this so important to you?!" Izzy snapped. Chris stared blankly. 

"Uh..am | missing something here?" He asked cluelessly. But we ignored him. 

"Well, gee, Izzy, maybe l'm starting to think that you've gone and replaced me with blonde and overly-helpful, 
you know? In case you've forgotten, you were once my best friend. But maybe you don't remember that 


anymore." | got nasty when | drank. 


"Axl, you are my best friend! Nothing has changed. But you need to knock off this childish bullshit with Spike. 
Seriously! You're acting like a 5 year oldl Get over yourself!" Izzy said, affronted. 


And that was the final nail in the coffin. | took the rest of my Long Island, which was mostly ice, and threw 
the entire thing at Izzy. He gasped as the cold liquid and ice cubes hit him and soaked his shirt and jeans. There 


was so much going on in the bar that no one even noticed. Chris gaped like a fish out of water. 


"Not anymore. Enjoy your night. Nice meeting you, Chris." | spat at them both before storming out the door in 
a haze of booze and fury. 


| didn't even notice that | was crying until the night air hit my face. 


Why Did | Come Here? 
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| ran. Up the Strip through the night air. It cut me like a knife, but it was nothing like the pain | was feeling 
inside. The tears came streaming like waterfalls. | really did nasty when | drank. That's why | tried not to get 


drunk. | could never handle my alcohol like Jeff--lzzy--could.. 


Thinking of him sent a knife through my heart. | drank way too much. | didn't even know where | was, let alone 


where | was going. | only knew how to get to two places in this big-ass city, and one of them was one that | 


didn't want to go to-- 


| kept on running. People stared at me as | flew by them like the wind. My leg throbbed and burned--the old 
fracture, the high school track injury still stung and stabbed when | ran, a reminder that | could only run to 


escape the life that was crushing down on me like a fucking avalanche. 


Fuck you, Izzy. Fuck you in the ass with a rusty knife. You have no idea how much, how much..fuck, | couldn't 
even think anymore. The alcohol swirled in my stomach and my blood, clouding my thoughts. Godammit, 


godammit.. 


Alley after alley, side street after side street--people sitting on porches, smoking blunts and crackpipes and 
cigarettes, drinking from beer cans and JD bottles. | wanted to throw up. | felt so sick. My leg throbbed and 
smoked. Dammit.my fucking body was giving up on me too. Just like Izzy and everyone else had. My parents, 
my teachers, my friends--all gone--! was alone.. 


| shouldn't have said what | said to him. | know that. | should have just shut up and drank my alcohol. But | was 
so angry and so hurt, and | wanted him to feel the pain | was feeling, the pain that ate away at me like an acid, 


that hurt with every pulse of my heart-- 


And there | was. Standing on HIS front porch, with the peeling door and the "2" that was slightly crooked. The 
weathered concrete. Why did | come here? It's like | was on autopilot. | couldn't see straight anymore..my head 
was pounding and so was my bad leg. | hadn't run like this in so long..And now | was here. What the fuck was 


wrong with me? 


Before | could stop myself, or even think about stopping myself, | banged on the door. Chipped paint clung to 
my knuckle. | brushed it off clumsily onto my beat-up jeans. Why was | here? | want--want to go home.. 


No. have no home anymore.. 


The door opened, and a hurried and confused (shirtless) Spike stood there, a fluffy white towel draped around 
his neck, his hair damp from a shower. | think. His beat-up black pants had faded to a greenish-black and had 
small holes near the hems. His torso was chiselled and structured, and it was--fuck it was perfect! HE was 
perfect! No wonder Izzy replaced me with him, this guy was like fucking Ken come to life, or some Billy Idol 
clone! My heart felt like it was going to burst, and | blinked the traces of tears from my eyes. This pretty 
boy was NOT going to see me cry! 


"Axl? Its.it's a litte late to stop by, man, | was just getting ready for bed. Izzy isn't here..what's up?" Spike 
said, as if he was running out of time God it pissed me off. But | was so drunk that | was past the point of 
caring about anything. My leg was burning with white-hot pain, and | gasped for breath but | didn't care. He 


surveyed me more closely. "Is everything ok? You look like you just ran a marathon" 


| was losing my ability to stand up straight; between my blood being mostly alcohol and my bad leg, | was 
losing that battle rather quickly. Plus | felt like | might puke any minute. Not that | would feel guilty if | puked 


on his porch. 


"Wh--what's your relationship to-to Izzy?" | blurted out before | could reign in my drunken mouth. Spike 
stared. 


"Uh..say that again?" Spike said, staring at me with wide gray eyes that caught the light of the flickering porch 
light. | swayed, trying to hold onto the doorway. "Wait..are you..drunk?" 


"Does it--fucking matter?" | slurred, unable to keep the anger out of my voice. My bad leg was shaking.it 
wasn't going to support my weight much longer.. "What--what are you to him? Are you his--his--- 
boyfriend?" 


Spike's eyes widened even further. But he looked.surprised. Not angry. And that made ME angry. No, you 
fucking asshole! Get angry, | WANT you to get angry! | want you to be pissed! Be something other than nice 
and polite for once in your fucking life! Maybe then I'd--I'd feel better about how fucking awful | am.. 


'Izzy--we're--Axl, we're---we're only good friends, | swear!" Spike said, shocked. He looked me over again. | was 
leaning very heavily on the doorframe now, if | let go I'd crumple into a heap, and my leg hurt so bad. "How 


much did you have to drink? Have you eaten recently?" 
"Oh, bullshit!" | spat sloppily. "He and | WERE friends! There's no way you two are friends, no f-fucking way!" At 
the point, my balance was so fucked and my injured leg gave way painfully. | crumpled into a heap on Spike's 


front porch. | let out a frustrated moan. "Ow..." 


"You ok?!" Spike rushed forward, putting his hands on my shoulders and squeezing them. "What happened? Did 
you hurt yourself?" 


"My leg." | couldn't look at him. My knees were blurry. He tried to help me up but my whole body felt like bad 


Jell-O now. 


Ok, it's ok. Why don't | take a look at it and see if there's anything | can do for it. When was the last time you 


ate?" 


"There's nothing fucking wrong with it" | spat back, pushing his hands off of me and trying to use the 

doorframe to pull myself up. That ended up working fabulously; my leg wouldn't support my weight and | ended 
up falling forward into Spike, almost sending him backward onto the porch too. He caught me and held me up as 
| made a fool of myself even further. My head was starting to pound even more. Fuck my miserable life... | felt 


So nauseous... 


"lm gonna be sick.." | murmured into his shoulder, leaning on him completely and grabbing his arms for 


support. Shit, he was warm.. 


He wrapped his arm around my waist and half-carried me inside, kicking his front door shut behind him. Eyes 
closed, | felt him gently set me on my hands and knees onto ice-cold tile. | inhaled. Cleaning solution. That did it. 
He gently swept my hair back off my shoulders as | threw up into the toilet. Not that that made me feel 
better. | panted, trying to get ahold of myself. Cool air hit my face as the toilet flushed. A warm, gentle pair 
of hands pulled me back from the toilet and-- 


Into a hug. He was hugging me on his bathroom floor. There were two soft, warm hands around my shoulders, 
pressing me into a warm body. My head was swimming. He was hugging me..why? After all the shit | gave him, 
showing up late and piss-drunk at his apartment, then screaming at him..and he's hugging me? Someone tell me 


how this all makes sense because my pounding brain just can't pick it up at the moment.. 
"Are you ok?" | heard his voice somewhere. His shampoo smelled like tangerines. 


"Yes.." | breathed, eyes closed. | gripped him tightly, afraid that I'd fall away into some bizarre unreality if | let 
go of him. 


"Good. That's good. Listen, why don't | take a look at your leg? Maybe | can give you some ice or some heat. 
Depending on the injury, those could help you. And you look like you could really use a glass of water." 


"Its an old injury.. There's nothing you can do..” 


"That's not true at all. Just because an injury is old doesn't mean that it can't be treated. And please drink 
some water." He gently helped me limp to his couch and propped me up on it. After bustling about in the 
kitchen, here we emerged with a glass of water and an old ice pack. | took them. The glass was cold in my 
hands, but it was soothing. Spike sat down, looking beat, in his desk chair and rubbed his eyes. We looked at 
each other for a moment. Then Spike spoke. 


"Not to be an dick or anything. but you're an ass when you're drunk" 


He wasn't the first person to say that to me, but he was the first person to make me feel bad about it. 


Aint it Fun? 
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how's your leg feeling?" A voice floated in from somewhere above me. | couldn't tell if | was awake or asleep 
or just waking up or just falling asleep. All | knew was that | was nauseous as fuck and never wanted to fucking 


drink again. Why the hell was the whole room spinning? 


"fuck." | moaned, shielding my eyes from the lamp. Spike was sitting on the chipped coffee table in front of 


me and he looked mildly worried. 


"Or maybe | should be more worried about the rest of you." | heard him say. It got dark in front of me as he 


leaned forward and felt my forehead. 


" m fine." | mumbled, becoming aware that my leg was very cold. Oh, duh..now it all came back to me.. 


"What's your relationship to Izzy?" 


"We're just really good friends, | swear, that's alll" 


And then | collapsed on him and puked in the toilet, and he hugged me and dragged me to the couch and here | 
fucking am, miserable and hungover as shit. And | was a bastard to him and he was still sweet as a goddamn 


lollipop. Did this guy ever get pissed about anything? 


Something rough was licking my fingers. | looked down and sure enough, Bowie was sitting there, contentedly 
licking my fingertips as if there were nothing else she'd rather be doing. | tried to scratch her, but she dodged 
me and kept on licking. Even the cat was sweet... Must be something in the air. Either way, had a shit load of 
things to think about and too much of a goddamned headache to even comfortably breathe. Must be nice not 
worrying about anything ever. Then | noticed he was still watching me, only this time he was back in his 


armchair with his reading glasses on and surrounded by papers and books. 


".dude.| appreciate what you did, really | do, but why the hell are you staring at me..?" | murmured irritably, 
wiping my face with my hand roughly. It didn't help the headache one teensy fucking bit. Spike blinked. 


‘Oh, sorry. I've been trained in first aid and emergency care and we're always instructed to monitor people who 


have been drinking heavily so they don't aspirate. That's what happens when--" 


"You choke on your vomit. Yeah, | know." | said, laying back on the couch and praying to whatever God existed 
out there somewhere that | wouldn't throw up all over myself; | only owned two pairs of jeans and | was 
wearing the one and didn't own a washer. What the fuck was | going to do? Ugh, whatever. | rolled over, trying 
to face away from the light in the hopes that my throbbing head would subside. 


And that's when the fucking universe decided to intervene with a loud, banging knock on the door. | thought my 


eyes were going to explode. 


"What the FUCK, man?" | moaned, grabbing the beaten throw pillows and shoving them over my ears. "What, 


are you running a goddamn whorehouse in your basement or something?" 


Spike chose to ignore that comment, set his book down and opened the door. My eyes were squeezed shut, so | 


couldn't see who it was. But the voice that followed was one l'd know anywhere and didn't want to hear. 
‘Izzy, | thought you--" 


"Spike, where's Axl?" And he sounded PISSED. Well, that makes two of us | guess then, pal. "I've been to Chris's, 


up and down the Strip seven times, and all over the goddamn place looking for him. Have you seen him?" 


"Uh, he's over there." And | could see Spike pointing at the couch in my aching head. ".have | missed 


something, or--2" 


And he was on me, grabbing the blanket off of me and throwing it at me, followed by the pillows | was using 
to block out the fiery ball of misery that was killing my head. 


"What the FUCK is your problem?!" Izzy screamed at me, sending razor sharp needles of pain through my 
head. "Look, I'm sorry that you feel shut out, but you didn't have to go and pull a stunt like that! Especially not 
in front of Chris! Fuck that!" He kicked the coffee table. And Bowie took cover in the kitchen. 


"Ok, motherfucker, you wanna start something, bring it on! I'm so fucking sick of your shit it isn't even funny! 


Ever since | got here, | have been nothing but goddamn miserable because of you!" 


"Me? What the fuck did | do?" Izzy shot back, his cheeks going bright red. | was half expecting steam to start 


pouring from his ears. 


"God, are you that fucking blind or what?" | jumped up, the throbbing in my leg fading away; | was that angry. 
"The day | GOT here, instead of inviting me in and helping me out, you act like | was some curse brought upon 
your fucking doorstep! And you know what? You NEVER apologized for that! Not fucking once! So DON'T come 
at me with your self righteous bullshit like | was in the fucking wrong! FUCK YOU!!! 


"You whiny little bitch! | cant--" 


"Ok, | didn't want to get in the middle of whatever is going on between you two, but | am now. Need | remind 
you BOTH that is almost 3 in the morning? It is almost three in the morning, and | have neighbors, and, in case 
you two have forgotten.this isn't the greatest neighborhood to begin with. On top of that.| have a project that 
| need to finish AND a very early class tomorrow. And if | get the cops called on me for THIS stupid 


somewhere else,or just let it go for the night." Spike ran a frustrated hand through his hair. This was the 
most angry | had ever seen him, and that wasn't saying much, seeing that | hadn't known him longer than a 


month..and he never got angry. 


"Wait a minute! This is MY apartment tool" Izzy spluttered, rounding on Spike. But surprisingly, my anger was 
abating. And now | could see that Izzy rounding on his "roommate" was a terrible idea. Not my circus, not my 


monkey. 


"The lease is in MY name, if you remember correctly! The landlord doesn't even know that you live here! All he 
knows is that you're a good friend that comes over to hang out alot and OCCASIONALLY crashes on my couch 
when you get too drunk! If he knew that you were living here..we'd ALL be out on our asses and my schooling 
would be done for! You think | WANT to go back to my parents? Back to Wisconsin? Do YOU want to go back to 
Indiana? So againeither drop this for the right or take it somewhere else! Period! | need to finish my 
homework, so make up your minds!" Spike huffed and dropped back into his chair, picking up his book. We both 
stared. So the laid-back little kitty has a bite. Holy shit.. No... | didn't want to go back to Indiana. | had a rap 


sheet eight miles long and a jail sentence waiting for me there.. 


"Ok, take it easy, you don't have to yell." Izzy said. Spike glared over the top of his book and turned his page a 
lot louder than necessary. He sighed, ruffling his hair. Then he turned to me. "Look.he's right. We don't want 
the cops coming over here and getting him in trouble. Especially since he's letting BOTH of us crash here. Um.." 
His eyes darted around the floor and he rubbed the back of his neck anxiously. Whoa! Where the fuck did 
angry, venom-spitting Izzy go? Did Spike have some sort of power over him, like one of those creepy monks or 
some shit? "Why don't we go out and grab something from, like, McDonald's or a diner or something. Ok? 

We'll. we'll talk more on the way." | blinked, taken aback by a side of Izzy that | never thought I'd see. Ok then.. 


"Uh..yeah. Sure. Whatever." | stood up and slipped my boots back on. "Got a cigarette?" 


This is Awkward 
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The noise was deafening, especially tonight. | don't know who the fuck was running the sound booth for this 
girly-boy band up on stage, but he ought to have his soundboard shoved up his ass. Good thing we weren't 
here to listen to those posers play. | glared over at their curly blonde hair, bright red lipstick and sequined 
tights. Ugh. Made me want to puke all over this table. Chris and Izzy were sitting across from me, with Chris 
slyly sipping from a bottle under the table. Soon, we'd be up there, and we'd have it all, 


| squirmed in my seat. This is awkward..what was | supposed to say Chris? The only time he'd ever met me, 
ever, is when | flipped on Izzy and threw my drink at him. Nice way to make a first impression | wasn't 
embarrassed at the time, but | was fucking feeling it now. 


"God, their guitar player sucks." Chris remarked, pointing at the one wearing his grandmother's cardigan and 


ugly red lipstick "I could shred circles around that pussy." 


"Well, shit, Chris, be humble why don't you?" Izzy smirked, chewing on the lime wedge that came with his 
cocktail. | fidgeted in my seat. "And such language for a boy your age... 


"Oh fuck off, old man" Chris elbowed Izzy. Glad to see THEY were having fun.. Izzy looked across the table at 
me. | looked away quickly. 


"Hey, you ok, Axe? You're quiet." Here we go.. 


‘Oh..yeah." | sipped my Long Island so | wouldn't have to talk anymore. In case you haven't noticed, |zz, I'm still 


kinda uncomfortable meeting new people..especially since | made a complete ass of myself the first time | MET 


them... "Just thinking is all..." 
"l'm going for another round" Izzy stood up, finishing off his drink. "Anyone want?" 


"Sure." | said before withdrawing back into my shell. Think of me what you will. This was a good idea at first, 
but now | just kinda want to go back to..wherever the fuck | was going to crash tonight. Well, | guess the least 
| could do was fucking apologize to Chris. He was fucking innocent in our little feud. | sighed, swallowing. | never 


was any good at this shit. 


"Look, man.. I'm sorry for what happened last time.. | really am. | didn't mean to get you mixed up in our shit 


too." | said, staring at my right knee. This was like awaiting a court sentence. | shivered. 


"Hey, it's cool, man, no big" Chris finished off his hidden beer. "I figured you two were just having it out or 
some shit. Shit happens. We're good." | looked up, surprised. Did he just say "we're good"? 


"For real?" 

"Sure." Chris shrugged. 

"Thanks, man. |..appreciate it." 

"No problem." Silence. Man, why was this still so awkward? 

And then Izzy came back. But it was still awkward. Fuck me. 

"Yo. Hope everyone likes the margaritas here, because this pitcher was ten bucks." Jesus. Whoever invented 
smalltalk needs to be slowly lowered into the Lake of Fire by their goddamn fingers. | clenched my arms 
nervously. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.. "Oh, hey, guess what?" No thanks, would rather not, Izzy.. 


"Ok. What?" Chris said. 


"I finally made enough to afford my own place. It took for-fucking-ever, but | found this little apartment block 
off of Hollywood Blvd. Its after that run-down convenience store where the guy can't speak fucking English.’ 
Izzy said proudly, downing his first margarita. 


"Dude, nice. Does this mean we can rehearse at your place? Not that my parents are complaining or anything." 


Chris said, stealing some of Izzy's next one. 


"Nah. My one neighbor has five kids and the other is from Greece or somewhere like that. She has a lot of 
cats, | saw them in the windows. Scruffy. Dude, don't drink it alll" Izzy smacked Chris's hand lightly. | felt like a 
third wheel. A broken third wheel. And my Long Island was nearing its end. Fuck. Izzy turned to me. Goddammit... 


"If you still need a place to crash, man, you can come live with me. Just help pay rent and shit, that's all” 


| can't, man.. | don't have a job or anything. | haven't really been here that long... l've been looking though." | 
shrugged. Chris looked over. 


"You know, | have a friend that works at Tower Video over on Sunset. She also bartends at my dad's favorite 
restaurant. | think she's a manager. She has purple hair and a lot of tattoos. Go talk to her. Maybe she can get 
you a job. In the meantime, l'm sure my parents won't mind if you crash on my floor. They let me have Traci 


over all the time, and he makes A LOT of noise." | looked up. 


"You'd..you'd really do that? For me?" | asked, stunned. This guy knew zero about me, and yet he was inviting 


me to stay with him? Shit, no wonder so many people got murdered or robbed out here. 


"Yeah. You're a friend of Izzy's and you're fucking homeless, dude. It's no big, really." Chris said. "Just make our 
band work and we'll be in business. He reached across the table and extended his hand. Hesitantly at first, | 
took it. He grinned, showing off his slightly imperfect teeth. | smiled back, for the first time all evening. But out 
of the corner of my eye, | thought | saw Izzy look slightly put-out. What's that about? 


"Thanks..both of you. | appreciate it. But, | have to grab my stuff from Spike's. | never took it with me. I'll see 
you back at your house, Chris.. Night, Izzy.." | said, desperately trying to leave the awkwardness behind. 


"You got it. | live up in Laurel Canyon. II3I. Just be really quiet when you go in I'll still be up, I'm sure." Chris 
said, sipping his third margarita Izzy stood up when | did, and my heart skipped a beat. „ok? 


"Be careful, ok? This place is a shithole." Izzy said quietly. Whoa.why the fuck does he look worried? Izzy 
doesn't worry, EVER. Not about anything. What the hell is going on with him lately? It's like he's afraid I'm 
going to disappear or some shit! 

And then the unthinkable happened..he hugged me! He threw his arms around me and just hugged me! The 
weight all of the anxiety | had been feeling was falling in on me and there was nothing | could do to stop 
it.please, please let go, lzzy..it was getting hard to breathe.why was he doing this? Just when my chest was 
about to explode, he let go. And | released a breath | didn't know | was holding. 


"Goodnight, Axl" Izzy said so only | could hear. It was hard to look him in the eye; | could feel my face burning. 


"G--goodnight" 


| couldn't leave that club fast enough. 


Revelation 


Author's Notes: 
Managed to squeeze in another chapter. Insomnia is both a blessing and a curse. Good night, good morning and 


thanks to all for reading. More on the way soon. -) 


He HUGGED me. Izzy HUGGED me. Izzy doesn't hug. He doesn't. It's not what he does. Izzy isn't what you'd call 
an affectionate person, never was. But he just stood up, right there in the Rainbow, and HUGGED mel 


| walked quickly down the street, clutching my arms desperately even though it was pretty warm out tonight. | 
couldn't feel my nails digging into my flesh, and that was disturbing. All| could feel was my heart pounding 
somewhere in me. The flash of Izzy's soft arms around me, the scent of tequila and cigarettes overpowering 


everything else | knew. It fucking stopped time. What. The. Hell? 


| passed people on their way to the clubs, dressed to the trashy nines, with ripped fishnets and cheap plastic 
bangles. They were lost in their own little shallow worlds. They couldn't see that, inside me, mine was on the 


verge of falling apart. | need a drink| need something or l'm gonna explode... 


| ducked into the nearest liquor store, some run-of-the mill little corner store with ugly-ass wood paneling and 
newspapers from yesterday stacked in a messy heap by the door. Classy. The old guy behind the counter in 
his trucker flannel was too busy reading his Playboy mag and smoking a cigar to be bothered with whoever 
walked into his store. | tried to steady my breathing as | walked through the aisles. | had a buck and some 
change in my pocket. Maybe | could get some Thunderbird or Nightrain.not the best stuff in the world, but | 
was way too sober to handle the thought of my friend just standing up and hugging me for no apparent 
reason out of the fucking blue-- 


"Axl?" 

| jumped ten feet in the air and almost knocked over a couple bottles of Boone's Farm, whatever the hell that 
was. Heart pounding so hard it fucking hurt, | whipped around. There stood Spike, short blond spikes and all, in 
the middle of the aisle, holding a bottle. He had a suede coat on, even though it was warm out. He looked as 
surprised to see me as | was to see him. Well, at least | wasn't alone. But damn this guy did seem to follow me 
everywhere, like some lost kitten.. 


"Fuck man..you scared the shit outta me.." | breathed, trying to calm down. 


"Sorry, man. | swear | didn't mean to. What are you doing here? | thought you and Izzy were going out 


tonight?" Spike asked in interest, like he just loved talking to people. Wish | had that ability. 


"Oh, yeah..things got a little..awkward.." | shifted my feet and stared at the floor. Fuck me and my shyness. Or 


whatever it was. "What are YOU doing here? Don't you have class tomorrow?" 

"Ah. | understand | was out of wine, so | had to make a stop here after work. Class got cancelled tomorrow, 
something about the professor having to go to jury duty, so | have the day off. | figured why waste it" Spike 
smiled and held up his bottles. | rubbed my arm, still finding it hard to look up at him. "ls everything ok? You 
look.upset." My head shot up. Wow, was it that obvious? Or does he just like to point it out? 


"So you could tell, huh?" | said levelly, still rubbing my arm. 
Call it a hunch. You shouldn't rub your arm so hard, you'll rub the skin off” He scratched his nose as best he 
could with the two bottles in his hand. "Maybe a walk would help you relax a little. Works for me." 


Not knowing what else to say, | nodded. 


* eK 


The park looked so peaceful at night. No screaming children, pesty squirrels and pigeons..it was like a whole 
other world.it was almost beautiful. We walked the winding path, not saying anything at first. | still couldn't 
stop staring at my feet. 


Spike opened one of his bottles, drank from it, then offered it to me. | eyed it warily. 

"Don't worry, its not poisoned and | don't have anything contagious." Spike laughed warmly. And somehow, it 
made me feel better. | took the bottle and drank like a fish. This stuff was a lot better than what | could 
afford. | handed it back "I'm guessing you liked it by the way you just knocked it back." 


"Yeah.its good" 


It was my friend's favorite. She and | used to drink it while we were studying during our freshman year. And 
even though she doesn't go to college anymore, | still drink it. She got me hooked on it, | guess." | looked over 
at him. Something about his voice was very..soothing. 


"Was this friend the one girl that Izzy wanted to bang? When you two met?" | asked. 

"Oh, Michelle? Yeah, that was her. She wasn't meant to be a college girl though. She had much more fun in her 
band. Shame her parents didn't agree with that." Spike sighed, staring at the sky. It was only then that | really 
noticed how much taller than me he was. There was a brief moment of silence. But | felt the urge to keep 


talking for some weird reason. 


"So, what are you actually studying in med school? Anything special?" 


Spike drank from the bottle and passed it to me before answering. "Cardiology." | raised an eyebrow. 


"Uh..ok then.any particular reason why?" This guy just gets stranger and stranger..Spike looked thoughtful for 


a moment. 


"Well! think because I've always loved it. | love it now and | think always will. It's just something inside, if that 


makes any sense. | wanted to study it ever since | was in high school." 

| drank from the bottle. "Don't you need, like, really good grades for something like that?" 

"Oh, absolutely. You won't get a respectable job anywhere if you don't study. In medicine..the margin for error 
is very small, even though mistakes happen. They demand the best of the best. Would you want a I.5 GPA 
graduate performing surgery on you?" | shuddered, and suddenly it felt very cold out. 

"No fucking way," 

"Exactly. Currently, | have a 3.9. But I'm aiming to push it up to a 4.0." 


| stopped and gaped at him. No WAY was this guy a straight-A student. No way! 


"How can you be a straight-A student? You don't look like one at alll" | said, probably louder than | should have. 
The bushes rustled and a scared rabbit ran past. Oops. Spike blinked, like he did when he was taken aback. 


‘| was salutatorian of my high school graduating class..Why, what do | look like?" 
"You look like Mike Monroe. Seriously." Spike laughed. 


"A Hanoi Rocks fan, huh? | learn something new all the time. Well, you're not the first person to tell me that. 
Izzy said that to me the very first time | ever met him. Then he talked about you." 


My world stopped with a weird bump. "He did?" 


‘Oh yeah. The guy wouldn't shut up about you. Kind of fascinating actually." Spike remarked, drinking. | stared at 
him. Fascinating? What was this, some weird medical experiment? "What about you? What do you want to do 


with your life?" 
| stopped walking again. What did | want to do? More than anything? | only really had one answer-- 


"| want to sing. Like you said, it's something inside. | can feel it, its like it's a part of my body, the desire to 
sing. It was the only reason | even went to school. | hated school so much. It was fucking pointless, the people 
were all fucking pointless. What a waste of time. | didn't even finish high school." Wow. Did that all just 
seriously come out of my mouth? He was so easy to talk to, here | was spilling my life story to him... He 


nodded. 


"I see. Well, sometimes, school isn't for everyone. It all depends on the area in which you are, and who you are 
as a person. You say sing, right? Your desire is the desire to take the music inside of you and let it out. My 
desire is to study the music inside. Seems poetic on paper." Spike said. | stared. 


"You talk weird" He laughed again, a clear laugh that | could just tell was genuine and sincere. 

"Yeah, I've been told that too." 

We sat down on the edge of the huge fountain that somehow hadn't been vandalized yet. The water was 
running and it made slapping sounds as it hit the pool. Coins glimmered at the bottom. But something was stil 


bugging me. 


"So,how do you know you're going to like cardiology once you actually start doing it? What if you hate it? What 
made you really decide to do it? And how do you know if you'll be any good at it?" 


Spike passed me the bottle, He folded his hands and thought for a second. 

"That's a lot of questions. The truth is, | don't really know if I'm going to like it once | graduate. Not for sure 
anyway. But somewhere deep down, there's this fire that won't die. I've always wanted to study the heart. The 
life force that keeps us alive, that brings us together. We've been studying it since the dawn of time, really. 
And will continue to study it even after we've cracked it wide open. Its something that's always fascinated me, 
how could | hate something like that? And | don't have to be good at what | love, | just have to love doing it, 
and thats all that matters. You don't have to be good at what you love. Because you love what you're good at. 
Does that make sense?" | nodded. 


"| guess so." More clues to the puzzle. And with it came more silence. 


"So, why do they call you Spike?" And then my eyes fell on his short, spiky, Billy Idol-esque haircut. "Oh..right: 


Is that a new nickname, or has that always existed?" 
"Well, it predates us meeting, if that's what you mean" 
But | had another nagging question. 

"What's your real name?" Spike looked over and smiled. 
"Andy. What's yours again?" 

"William..." 


"William, huh? Anyone ever call you ‘Will"? That name's always seemed heroic to me. Like a swashbuckler, or a 
y M y 


master swordsman. The knight in armor. It suits you." 


And | BLUSHED. Hopefully it was dark enough that he couldn't see it. 
"J hate it." 
"Ah. Well, if you'd prefer that | call you Axl, | will” 


"N-no..Will is ok. But not William.." | stammered. Just shut up, you're only digging yourself in deeper..stop 
blushing, this is so weird.. 


"Ok. And you can call me Andy if you want. Not even Jeff calls me that. Not because he doesn't know my real 


name, just out of choice.” 
"O-ok" Spike smiled at me. And | could feel the last of my tension and anxiety just melt into fucking thin air.. 
"Feel better?" | breathed. 

"Much, actually. thanks. appreciate it 


"No problem. Do you have somewhere you can stay for the night? If not, my ugly couch is available. Bowie 


wouldn't mind." 
Oh, shit, that's right. | forgot about Chris. The poor guy was probably wondering where the hell | was. 
"Thanks, but I'm staying with..a friend. He's waiting up for me. | guess | better go." | stood up. 


"Ok. Here, you can finish off this one. Be careful, and goodnight. Maybe I'll see you again" Spike smiled warmly, 


and waved. 
"Thanks. Goodnight,” 


And | left the park, feeling better than | have in almost five years. 


More Sleepless Nights 


Author's Notes: 
So, funny thing about this one. My friend wrote this in one voice while countered all his arguments in the 
‘other voice" over Google Drive. Let me tell you, it felt creepy as shit haha! Anyway, enjoy alll 


Another sleepless night over at Chris's. He had work early in the morning, so he'd gone to bed hours ago. Here 
| was, sitting in his bean bag chair under the window. Moonlight was streaming in through the white curtains. 
And | was left alone with my thoughts. Not something | wanted. My mind kept going back to the talk | had with 
Spike a few days ago..still processing the things | found out about him...and his connection to Izzy. 


Call it a hunch, but for some weird fucking reason, | just knew they were more than friends..they had to be. 
The thought made something in me smolder and | clenched my fists.fuck Why does that thought bother me 
so damned much? So they did..things. So what? Izzy's a grown-ass adult, he can do whatever the hell he wants. 
l'm his friend, not his mom. But | couldn't get images of those "things" out of my head.like a damn VCR tape 


stuck on constant replay.. 


Fuck.why does he act like he cares so much about me? If he has Spike, what does he need me for? Why do | 
need to be around him so much? It's like I've turned into his lost puppy. I've never needed anyone like that 


ever! 
(You know that's not true. You needed Izzy in Indiana.) 
Bullshit. No | didn't. 


(Oh yeah? Then who was the one you hung out with behind the dumpsters during Algebra? Or how about the 
one you stayed out all night with? And let's not forget all those times your good-for-nothing stepdad beat you 
senseless and threw you out of the house? Where did you run to then?) 


Fine, fuck you. But what about now? We don't hang out at all now. 


(But you want to. You want to so badly that it's all you think about, don't deny it. Why else are you so pissed 


at him? Or at Spike? Or anyone who hangs around him. Just admit it: you're jealous.) 
Hal Jealous? Of what? 


(Its not just the Izzy and Axl show anymore. You liked having him all to yourself. But he moved out here and 
got a new life, while you flunked out of high school and got thrown in jail. He moved on. You didn't. That's why 
you came all the way out here--because you needed him in your life. You're just too afraid to admit that you 


need someone.) 


That's bullshit. | don't need anybody. | am getting by just fine on my own. 


(Really? Then why are you dwelling on this? If you're getting by "just fine’.shouldn't you be asleep and not 
thinking about this? ) 


| can't sleep..too many questions unanswered. Too much that doesn't add up. 

(Like the fact that you're thinking about Izzy. That you won't admit the truth. That you're jealous. That you 
want him all to yourself. Even though Spike isn't the dick you took him for, you still don't want to share Izzy, 
do you?) 

Why does this bother me so damned much? Izzy's my best friend. Ok, so yeah, he was always there when shit 
hit the fan. | could always count on him to help fix shit when | couldn't. That doesn't mean that l'm jealous of 
Spike..or Chris...does it? 

*If you really thought of him as just a best friend, you'd want him to be happy and let him make his own 
choices. This wouldn't be bothering you so much if he was just your best friend. No, | think this goes way 
beyond that...) 


It can't...it just can't.That's just wrong. | can't be jealous... 


*Because that would mean that you think of him as MORE than just a friend. And not family, not that kind of 


"more". Being jealous like this means only one thing) 


| sat bolt upright. And suddenly | wanted to puke. Tears flooded my eyes so fast that they burned. 


Oh God..| have..feelings for Izzy..holy shit.. 


Breakdown 


Author's Notes: 
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Oh my God. Oh my God, oh my God, oh my GOD. It's over.everything. It's all over.. l.l have feelings for.lzzy.. 
this isn't happening. How could this happen? This is a nightmare. This can't be..this can't happen. | like GIRLS. 
Their skin, their hair, the way they feel under my fingers, they way they scream in ecstasy.. 


| felt sick. So sick that | could throw up a hundred times and still feel fucking ill. How the fuck am | going to do 


wish | had something to mellow me out..Valium..Xanax..coke, heroin, anything! 


| can't look at him. He's right there in front of me and | can't look at him. But | can feel him looking at me. | 
shuddered, grabbing my arms so tightly | started losing feeling in my fingertips. | wanted to leave so bad.. 
don't want to do this... 


"Hello? Earth to Axe, you alive in there?" Chris waved a hand in front of my face and | jumped ten feet in the 
air like a startled cat and just about decked his ass! He stared, wide-eyed. "Jesus, sorry, | didn't mean to scare 
you. | was just making sure you were ok. You don't look so good" Izzy jumped off his stool. And that concerned 


expression was back on his face. 


"What's wrong? Don't you feel well?" Izzy asked, trying to feel my forehead but | dodged his hand. Please don't 
touch me, Izzy, please, | don't think | can take it-- 


‘Im fine. Really. Just--worried about the show is all." | mumbled, staring at the scuffed wooden floor, trying 
to ignore how hard my heart was pounding. But Izzy kept staring. Now | knew how an animal at the zoo felt.. 


"You sure? Maybe you should get Spike to take a look at you when we're done--" 


| don't need to be looked at. I'm fine. | just need a drink or something to calm me down is all." 

| couldn't tell him what was REALLY going on.couldn't tell him what | was feeling..that my brain was splitting in 
two and my heart was going to implode if he touched me. How the fuck do you explain something like that to 
your best friend? 


"5 minutes, guys" | heard a hoarse voice. Thank God for interruptions, if there was a God. recent events had 


me wondering... 


"Well, don't worry so much. It's not like this is our first gig, remember? It'll be fine. I'll buy you a beer and 
some food after we're done; that'll help you feel better. Ok?" said Izzy, still trying to get me to look him in the 
eye. But it hurt to..here we go..showTime. 


The feeling was still there.the nervous energy...can | remember the words? Do | sound ok? Does the band 
sound ok? Even though this wasn't our first gig, it was getting easier to just throw myself into the 
performance and block everything out for that little bit of time. My temporary escape from all the daily 
bullshit.The show was all there was...the crowd (small as it was) cheering and egging us on. THIS is what it was 
all about, nothing else mattered. On that stage.| was finally home. Nothing could fuck this up.. 


All | remember was turning around, and something hard and heavy slammed into my face. Hard. Blue and yellow 
flashes of light danced in front of my eyes, which immediately started to tear up. Hot pain radiated from my 
nose all the way into my cheekbones in fucking waves. People in the audience gasped loudly. But | was stil 
dazed..what the fuck..? | made my way backstage somehow,blinded by the pain and now flaming pissed off. My 
vision was still sort of dark and | hit my foot on some sort of object that | couldn't fucking see. Fuck! Just to 
make shit worse... could now taste blood pouring out of my nose, dripping down my lips and chin, it made me 
feel sick-- 


Cleaning solution, bright white light, silence..| was either in the bathroom or knocking on heaven's door. The pain 
was pounding in time to my heart, and | was so fucking afraid to even look in one of the dingy mirrors on the 


tiled wall next to me, but | did. And | almost threw up in the sink! 
"Axe..you ok man??" It was Izzy's concerned voice that | heard cutting through my skull. 


"Oh fuck, oh fuck.. Axl, dude, I'm so sorry, | swear to God | didn't mean to hit you, | didn't know you were 
gonna turn around like that! I'm so sorry.." The pain felt like it was getting worse..God, Chris, just shut the 
fuck up and stop talking! 


"Here, let me take a look at it--" Izzy tried to tilt my chin up, but | fought him and kept staring at the grungy 
tiled floor, where huge drops of blood were falling and pooling together. God | felt so sick. didn't want anyone 
to touch me.. 


"Oh, fuck, that looks so bad." Chris sounded panicky. And now | REALLY felt like | was going to throw up. Thanks 
a lot, dickhead! This whole thing is your fault in the first fucking place! 


"Chris, shut it. You're not helping. Axe, come on, man, please let me see it..let me help you try and clean this 
up." Izzy sounded worried, and he tried to tilt my head up again, but | pushed his hands away. | just wanted 


them both to get away from me, just get away from mel 


to look at either of them. | was fully aware that blood was dripping onto my WHITE shirt; it felt wet and sticky 
now tooit grossed me out..and the pain was still sharp and piercing.| grabbed my arms..this was not 


happening..this was not happening..no, no, No, No, no.. 


"Come on, man, it was an accident, we just want to help! | think you need to go to the hospital, man, you're 


fucking bleeding everywhere.." Chris tried to touch my arm gently-- 


CRACK! The sound of flesh on flesh echoed for ages as my hand swung and made contact with his face. 
Underneath the panic, | heard him cry out in pain. | thought | heard Izzy gasp, but | couldn't be sure because | 
was running out the door and halfway up the alley before either one of them could grab me. | had to get 


away, away from this place--away from them--- 


Why Did | Come Here? (Revisited) 
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| ran. Up the Strip through the night air. It cut me like a knife, but it was nothing like the pain | was feeling 
inside. The tears came streaming like waterfalls. This was just like that last time, that time when |--I--nol | 


don't even want to think about that.about HIM.it hurts so damn much... 


My nose throbbed, but it was the least of my fucking worries at this point. Good one, Axl. You screwed up, 
and you screwed up BAD. First you hit your guitarist across the fucking face for trying to HELP, and what's 
even worse (if thats fucking possible at this point in time), you pushed away the man you have a FUCKING 


crush on! That's great, Axl. Real great. He won't ever want to come near you now. Not ever. 


| stopped. Tears were falling like rain, mixing with the blood that was dripping heavily down my face and staining 
my clothes. | couldn't look up; my head felt like it weighed a hundred pounds, and | felt WORTHLESS. | wanted to 


fucking disappear from this Earth and never return, ever again | couldn't fucking stand myself.. 
This was all my fault.. 


| stepped onto the familiar concrete. And | looked up. And here | was again.like my feet knew where to go when 
the rest of me just wanted to put a bullet through my goddamn skull. Stars were flashing behind my eyes; 
gold and full of burning fucking pain My head was starting to pound with the rest of me, and everything had a 
halo around it that made me feel nauseous. Thanks, Chris. Thanks a lot. Then | felt bad for cursing him..lt 
wasn't his fault.he didn't mean it.. 


| made to knock on the door but | was so dizzy | think | missed. Or maybe | didn't. didn't know and | didn't 


fucking care... | hope you're there.please answer..you're all | have left.. 


The door cracked and a very sleepy Spike, with messy hair and plaid pajama pants, stood there in the doorway, 
yawning and rubbing his eyes. 


"Axl? Dude, it's--"But he stopped when he saw me. ".oh my God. Holy shit! Get in, get in!" He grabbed me 
gently by the shoulder and tugged me inside, shutting the door and locking it behind him. He steered me to his 
couch and sat me down on it. Bowie moved out of my way. His eyes were wide with horror. "Oh my God..what 


the hell happened?! Are you alright?!" 


| nodded shakily. Don't cry, please don't cry..not in front of him.. 


"Who did this to you?" Spike asked, touching my face tenderly, like | was frail little bird that couldn't fly yet. | 
shook my head. Ow... 


"It was an accident..Chris, hehe hit me with his guitar... 


"Oh Jesus! Let me look at it, ok?" | nodded. But that seemed to make it hurt more. Spike tilted my face up, his 
touch was warm and soft. No one had ever touched me like that before, with such gentle hands... "Yikes..he 
really did a number on you. | think you should go to the hospital, it could be broken. Here, I'll lend you a coat 


and-—" 
"No! Please, no! No hospital.please.." | said to his carpet, tears clouding my eyes. Fuck me.. 


"What do you mean? Axl, | really think you should have this X-rayed. There's no way for me to tell what the 
extent of the damage is without one, and | don't have a machine in my apartment.Please let me drive you to 


the ER. As a friend, I'm asking you. Please." He was..pleading? And why did he look so worried? 


"But you're a doctor, can't you patch me up? Please, Spike, | don't want to go to the hospital, | hate hospitals, 
please don't take me there." And before | could stop myself, | was hyperventilating and crying like the three 
year old that got pushed off the swingset. It certainly didn't help my nose at all, it only made it burn and sting. 
Spike wrapped his arms around me and pressed my head into his chest, rubbing my back, not seeming to mind 
that | was crying and bleeding all over his clothes. 


Ok, ok.it's ok, | promise. | won't take you. But you really ought to get it checked it out if it doesn't get any 
better, ok?" | nodded into his shirt, trying to stop crying. But the floodgates were open and it was all coming 
out.everything that happened at the show, being in love with Izzy, smacking Chris, running away..| couldn't stop 
it. 


‘I'm a horrible goddamn person!" | sobbed into his sleeve, clutching his shirt for dear life. He was the only thing 
| had left now. Izzy and Chris would probably never want to see me ever again. And why would they anyway? 


“Shhh..not so loud, my neighbors are assholes." But he stroked my back and my hair. His touch was so soothing. 
| tried to be quieter, but it was hard. "Shhh..you're ok, it's gonna be ok. But hold on, | need to grab my first aid 
kit out of the bathroom. Just sit here and scratch Bowie, ok?" 


"0--ok." | stuttered, trying to wipe my eyes. My hand was covered in blood and tears and snot and it was all 
fucking disgusting. | used my clean hand to shakily reach out to the cat, and she placed her head in my hand 


and purred. The sound was actually calming my shot-out nerves. 


Spike came back and kneeled in front of me with this enormous white case. | stared at it apprehensively. 


"Now, I'm not actually a doctor yet, but Im First Aid Certified And this isn't as fully-stocked as an ER, so l'm 
gonna do the best that | can with what I've got. And I'll try not to hurt you any more than you already 


are.lry not to move, ok?" | gave a nonverbal yes. | felt so down and damn depressed that only half his words 
hit me. He turned my head to the side carefully. "Well, it doesn't look like anything is sticking out or misshapen 
If it IS broken, it looks to be very minor. Give me one second" He got up and went to the kitchen, reemerging 


with an ice pack wrapped in a soft towel. "Hold this to your face for me, ok?" 


| did, crying out in pain as the sharp, icy cold hit my sore, tender-as-fuck nasal area. It was starting to hurt 
under my eyes as well now. Great. 


‘Careful, careful. Are you ok?" | didn't answer. "Ok, here's what we're going to do. | need you to lean forward 
for right now, my Emergency Care professor taught us that if the patient has a heavy bloody nose, like you 
do, it is better to have them lean forward rather than tilt their heads back." He helped me sit on the edge of 
the couch and tipped me forward slightly. Bowie watched curiously. "I have a few Tylenol for you if you need 
them. But since this isn't a hospital, | can't numb your nose like an actual doctor would; lim not allowed to give 
hypodermics yet. What | will do though is pack your nose with some gauze. | can't guarantee that it isn't going 
to hurt, but its going to help stop the bleeding. The ice should help the swelling. Once the swelling goes down a 
bit, I'll pack your nose, ok? So let's just give the Tylenol and ice a little time to work" 


| don't know how | long | sat there wallowing in my misery. The only other sound was Spike in the kitchen doing 
something that involved water, and the antique clock on the wall. Bowie had laid down next to me, resting her 

head on my thigh and kneading it with one paw and still purring loudly. Thank God she didn't have claws... But | 

couldn't stop crying... 


Izzy will never want to see me again.the band is over.my LIFE is over..| may as well just go somewhere where 
nobody knows me and just fade away.. 


I'm in love with my best friend..and there's no way he feels the same way..And | can't ever tell him.. 
Spike was back in front of me, holding out a steaming hot cup of tea. | looked up at him through blurry eyes. 


"So, besides the excruciating pain from your nose, what else is wrong?" He asked as he knelt on the floor in 
front of me with a warm rag and gently wiped the dried blood off my face with a touch like silk. And HOLY 
SHIT my heart started pounding out of nowhere.where did THAT come from? Tears were falling again. But | 
couldn't get my voice to work. "It's ok; you don't have to tell me if you don't want. However, | need you to lie 
down, and Bowie, | need you to move please, kitty." She leapt off the couch, looking hurt, and | laid back. Spike 
put a pillow under my head and started digging out packets of gauze. Now my heart was really going..oh shit-- 


"Ok, I'm going to start packing to stop the flow a little. This might hurt, but I'll try to be as gentle as | possibly 


can. 


‘This might hurt was the understatement of the FUCKING CENTURY. As soon as he started shoving the gauze 
up my nose, | screamed out in pain and tried to move away from him. Fuck, fuck, fuck! It was like someone was 
trying to shove a golf ball up into my sinus cavity and it burned like fucking hell! Spike tried to hold me still 

and shush me at the same time AND pack my rose, but it clearly wasn't going to work The pain was blinding- 


"Shhh, it's ok, its ok, | know it hurts, but | have to do this. Otherwise | WILL have to take you to the ER. "I 
held myself as still as possible despite the excruciating pain. “But you have to try and be quiet, ok? | don't 
want my neighbors to call the cops because it sounds like someone is being murdered over here, ok?" | nodded, 


tears streaming down my face. Fuck..and he's worried about his stupid neighbors? 


"Almost done, one down, one to go." And the fiery pain started up again. | shoved my hand into my mouth 


because | couldn't stop myself from screaming-- 


And then it was over. The pain throbbed dully in my cheeks and my nose. But the sharpness was gone. Spike 
was still kneeling next to me, looking absolutely guilty. 


‘lm sorry.. | tried to be as gentle as | could.that was why | wanted you to go to the hospital. That, and | didn't 


want you to wake up the neighbors... 


"You're more worried about the damn neighbors?" | said, glaring at him even through the sadness and pain. 


Good, | could use something to be pissed at right about now. 

"What? No! Nol It isn't like that and you know it.." He sighed heavily, running a hand through his hair. And an 
awkward hush fell over the crowd. "Just..try to get some rest for tonight, ok? You can have the couch." He 
stood up and made to walk away without another word, but | grabbed his pant leg. 

"Can.can | sleep with you? Please? | don't want to be alone." 


Spike's eyes widened. He gaped. And the world stopped. 


"_w--what?" 
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He blinked. Several times and ran his hand through his short hair. | heard my heart beat many times before 
he finally opened his mouth. 


'|.sure, | mean.! have school very early in the morning, but you don't exactly have to get up when | do..” 


"Thank you.." | couldn't think of anything else to say than that. In that moment.| had never felt so touched and 
so..wanted. | hadn't felt that in such a long time, not since..since before Izzy left for LAWow, wasn't that 
fucking sad. His puppy dog pity eyes didn't help either. But he led me upstairs anyway, dodging a wary Bowie on 
the way up. 


His bedroom was a good size, or at least, it would have been if it wasn't so full of shit. Spike.dude, you need a 
bigger apartment. Duh. The furniture was mismatched and chipped, and definitely looked like something that 
came from Salvation Army, or out of someone's dumpster. Clothes were neatly folded in stacks everywhere. 
Thick textbooks covered the entire rickety desk The bed covers were a grandma special. But just looking at 
them made me feel so damn tired, like the weight of everything just hit me all at once..it had been too long 
since | had a good night's sleep.. 


"Its not much, but it's a bedroom, and it has what you need. If you need pajamas or anything, | have spares. 
Just pick old ones out. You should change your clothes..they're all bloody." And my nose throbbed intensely as 
he said that. "I'll be up in a minute." 


He made to walk away, but | grabbed him and held him tightly, burying my face in his chest. | heard a small 


intake of breath, but felt two warm arms around my shoulders. | could feel him breathing. 


"IFs ok, don't worry about anything anymore tonight. Just get to bed. It.it will all be ok" He squeezed my 
shoulders gently. What was it about him that just.lured me in? It had been such a long time since | felt 


so..safe. 

| laid back in bed, wearing an old Aerosmith shirt of Spike's and pulled the worn covers over me, staring at the 
dark ceiling. A slight pressure on my stomach told me that Bowie was trying to use me as a pillow. But my 
brain just wouldn't calm the fuck down, and my nose ached and throbbed. 


Was the band over? It had to be after this..you don't just storm offstage, push your best friend and smack 


your lead guitarist across the face and expect everything to be all peaches and fucking cream. Unless you're 


me..stupid, naive me, who can't confess to his best friend that he likes him as more than just a friend-- 


And then there's Spike. The not-boyfriend-whatever-he-is. Izzy says they never fucked. No, correction: Izzy 
never confirmed nor denied that they fucked. Which means they fucked. But then.if they're in so tight.why 

does Spike go out of his way for me? It can't be because he's just trying to be nice. He wouldn't hold me and 
stroke my hair and make me feel so warm and safe like he did the other night, like no one else had ever held 


me like that before..with warm arms pulling me into his soft chest-- 


| felt a jolt in my stomach, and it wasn't the cat. What--what was that? Why was | thinking about Spike like 
that? This is fucked up, it's all fucked up and swirling around in my head like a whirlpool, and | just want to 
puke. My nose and head were pounding.. 


Izzy and Chris probably hate me now. They'll probably kick me out. And then I'll be back on the streets..Oh, 
God, no! 


Dammit.what the hell was wrong with me? They wouldn't just do that to me..right? 


Ugh, my aching head.and the nose didn't help either. Fuck, what a horrible night. Maybe if | just closed my 
eyes. for a little.. 


| knocked on the door so fast | sent paint flakes falling onto the porch. Ugh.! can't believe Spike chooses to live 
here.there had to be other apartments in LA. Oh, wait, all those times | crashed here..damn I'm a hypocrite. 


It was so unusually quiet outside..no idiot crack smokers, no one chucking beer bottles at the run-down walls of 
the rowhouses. How did | ever feel safe here? Maybe it was because..HE was here too.| felt aware of my 


breathing, and how fast my heart was beating. Dammit, keep it together..this is your chance--don't blow it-- 
If you don't do this now..no! You WILL do it now! Focus! Don't run away from your feelings like you always do! 


A bespectacled but beat Spike answered the door. Man, he looked tired. One of his textbooks was in his hand. 
His eyebrows furrowed, like he was confused as to why | was standing on his front porch. | guess he had a 
good reason to. didn't exactly call before showing up. He rubbed his eye. 


"Izzy? Shit, man, | really wish you guys would drop in during the day when I'm not trying to study or sleep..." 
Spike scrubbed his face with his hand and yawned. "What's up?" 


"Have you seen Axl?" | said without breath. My heart was hammering in my throat. God, | fucking hoped he 
had. | didn't know what | was going to do if he hadn't. This was the last place | could think he'd be. Fuck.how did 
this all happen? 


"Ummm..he's upstairs. But he may have gone to sleep, man. Why?" Spike asked, leaning on the doorframe and 
yawning again | sort of feel bad for keeping the guy awake; | know he had homework and everything. 


"| just want to talk to him. Please?" Did that sound..desperate? Dear God.. 

"You two have another fight?" 

"No, of course not! Why would you think that?" 

"Well," Spike folded his arms, "every time | see you two, you're at each other's throats, Iz. Or one of you is 
upset. Tonight, Axl showed up on my porch covered in blood He says your bandmate hit him in the face with 
his headstock" 

"That was an accident! There's no way he would have done that on purpose!" | was breathing hard, fists 
clenched. Spike raised his eyebrows. That was all it took. This wasn't me. Not at all. | never get angry, yet I've 
been angry more times in the past three months than I've been in my whole life. What.what's wrong with me? 
| ran my fingers through my hair and sighed. "Look.l'm sorry you got mixed up in all this. I'll fix it, don't 
worry." 

Spike reached out and put a hand on my shoulder. He led me into the apartment, shutting the door behind us. 
It felt a bit weird to be here since | moved out. He steered me over to the couch and | sank into it. | 
remember helping him move that couch in here. It almost rained on us. Spike sat next to me, so close that our 


legs were touching. He kissed me warmly on the cheek. 


'Iz.what the hell is going on with you lately? You know you can tell me anything. | know you don't live here 
anymore and we're not together, but you can still talk to me. | still care." 


| sighed heavily, laying back into the sofa. | rested my head on his shoulder. He squeezed my arm gently. 


Christ.. He was one of the only who had such an effect on me..well, him and--- 

"| know..damn. | never expected any of this to happen. Why does life have to be so complicated?" 
"Your guess is as good as mine." 

We were silent for a bit. 

"How's Axl?" | asked hesitantly. 


"Well, nothing seems to be broken, and if it is, its very minor. Sure looks pretty ugly though." Spike said 
thoughtfully. 


"It does?!" | almost leapt out of my seat. Oh shit..did it really look that bad? 


Is swollen and bruised, and it bled quite a bit, but it will heal in a few weeks." 
"Did you take him to the hospital?" 
"No." Spike sighed. "He practically begged me not to take him..." 


"Typical Axl." | shook my head fondly. "He hates being fussed over, surprisingly. Unless it was me..He was--- 
abused at home. His stepdad used to beat him, and throw him out of the house. He used to come over to mine 
instead. I'd patch him up and give him Tylenol, and we'd listen to Jimi Hendrix until the sun came up..." | looked 
at Spike. "You of all people should know what that's like. | saw memory reflected in his eyes, and a flicker of 


sadness. 
"You aren't wrong there." Spike said in a soft voice. | stood up. 


"Can | go up and talk to Axl, Spike? Please, | promise it won't take long. Ok?" | begged. Not something | like doing, 
but it sort of spilled out. 


"Go ahead, but not too long, | have early class tomorrow." Spike yawned, putting his glasses back on and digging 


his book back out. | beamed, even though my heart was still hammering. | kissed him warmly on the cheek. 


"Thank you.." | brushed my hair out of my face. | suppose | should mention it now. took a deep breath. “Even 


though we were never really an actual couple. still care. Ok?" 


| understand." Spike smiled warmly over top of his book | returned it and walked upstairs, reaching Spike's 


bedroom. The lights were out.. 


Hang on, Izzy, chill out. Maybe he just went to bed, or is just laying in the dark. It doesn't necessarily mean 
that he's asleep. You won't know unless you try. Softly, | opened his door a little further and approached the 
bed. 


Axl was asleep, covered by blankets, but his porcelain skin glowed in the dim light from the hall. | caught my 
breath. It was like the prince seeing Sleeping Beauty for the first time.. he was flawless, peaceful.like he didn't 
have a care in the world, as if he hadn't just gotten upset hours before. | listened to his breathing, watching 
the slow and steady rise and fall of his chest. His nose was a sick mixture of green, blue and purple, and | felt 


guilty just looking at it. He was hurting. and | wasn't there for him.. 


| reached out a trembling hand to touch a strand of his shiny red hair. It ran through my fingertips like satin 
| followed it down to his arm, and | stroked the skin there. So warm! My heart skipped a beat and began 
thumping against my ribs hard. Suddenly breathing became slightly harder, and | could feel some blood rush 
downwards. | took in his red, slightly chapped lips. What did they feel like? Shaking all over, | leaned in.. 


They were soft and slightly rough, but sweet.like peppermint. | couldn't pull away, he was filling me up with his 


warmth and oh God--it was the most amazing feeling in the world. 
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| woke up with the sun. It was shining through the ugly flowery curtains obnoxiously. | tried to hide under the 
covers, but my body already knew it was morning. The scratched clock on the nightstand said something about 
8 am. Damn. Bowie was curled in a ball at my feet, which explained why they felt so warm. The rest of the 


apartment was silent; | was alone. 


| turned away from the light. My face ached. No, it was more than an ache. It HURT. My nose felt like lead and 
it fucking throbbed. | could hardly breathe out of it. Fuck | don't even want to know what it looked like.. 


| sat up, the blanket falling off of me. | looked down at the beat up, but blood-free, faded The Who shirt. 
That's right.Spike loaned me some clothes. And his bed. He was probably in class right now..fuck, | probably put 


him through hell last night..and every time | come over here.. 


Come to think of it, why DO | come over here a lot? It's not like | live here.though, with how often I'm here it 
sure feels like it. mean.! guess Spike's a friend. He's looked after me and helped, even when | treated him like 
shit. And he never asked for anything in return, at all. Weird.most people aren't like that. It's like the guy 
was..perfect. With his Billy Idol hair and his gray eyes and his dangly earring..shit, he really did look like a 
rocker. So why the hell was he studying to be a doctor? He was so good-looking and fit.he could have any girl 


he wanted.hell, if | were-- 


Whoa. Back it up. What the fuck? Why am I thinking about this? About HM? | mean, yeah, he seems like a good 
guy, he's helped me out more than once, and he seems like he genuinely cares.he was so nice--god what an 


awful, childish word--last night..and | went grabbed him and lost myself in him.. 

Stop it, stop it! You're not doing this right now, you're not doing this right now-- 

| touched my chest gently. Holy shit, was my heart pounding? 

No. No no no. We're not doing this, we're not going there. No fucking way. 

| shook my head and peeled the blanket back off of me. Bowie didn't budge; that cat slept better than | did. 


Lucky. The mess in the room was still there and it looked even worse in the daylight. | yawned. My nose 
throbbed dully with it and | winced. | caught sight of it in the mirror. It was a splotchy mess of purple, green 


and blue. Yikes. It looked like | took a frying pan to the face. Chris really did a fucking number..ugh whatever. 
Its too early in the morning to think about this shit.. 


| came downstairs in my borrowed pajamas. There really was no one here. It was really quiet. | went into the 
kitchen, noticing that it was cleaner and less cluttered than the rest of the house. Interesting. There was a 


note taped to his fridge. | picked it off and read it. 


Axl, 


Had early class this morning. Will probably have study at Sinai after that. If | don't, I'll be home early. Help 
yourself to whatever you want in the kitchen. You can stay if you want, just don't make a lot of noise; 
remember, the neighbors are assholes. If you go, just lock the door behind you with the spare key under the 


inside doormat. Don't worry about Bowie, she'll be fine until | get home. 


Spike 


How early does he get up that he has time to write me a note? He just gets more and more interesting. It 
wasn't until | read the note that | realized how fucking hungry | was; the last time | could remember eating 
was yesterday morning. | didn't want to eat his food though..wow, since when did | feel bad about stuff like 
that? Trying not to make a pest of myself, | took two slices of bread and made dry toast. 


| had never been in Spike's apartment by myself. He had papers everywhere. | lifted one off the counter and 
looked at. A receipt from textbooks..from last year. Guess the guy couldn't be bothered to keep up with 
cleaning. Or didn't feel like it. | took my toast into the living room and sat down with it. 


Last night was a fucking disaster..in front of all those people..and i bet the club owner was pissed. We cost her 
money. Dammit, Chris, this is all your fault.if you had watched where you going in the first place. And Izzy..he 
wanted to help and | pushed him away.literally. Good going, Axl. That's a great way to show Izzy how much you 


care about him. So much for that..no way in hell would he ever.. 


And suddenly my heart hurt. | had never felt a pain like that ever in my life. Dammit, I'm going soft and | know 
it. We never had a chance...he had Spike, and who was |? | was nothing. Nothing! | wiped the stinging, angry 
tears out of my eyes. Fine. Since he didn't need me, there was no need for me to stay and be a third wheel 


any longer. 
FUCK IT. 


| flew back upstairs into his bedroom. Looking around, | tracked down my socks and shoes. | threw off the 
pajamas he'd loaned me and searched for my clothes from last night. Then it hit me: they were definitely 


covered in blood from last night. Fuck me. My brain felt like a tornado, spinning thoughts and images around in 


my head. It made me feel sick, and my goddamn nose didn’t help. | left what little belongings | had at 
Chris's..fuck it, I'm not going back for them. They didn't mean that much to me.. Maybe Spike wouldn't mind if | 
stole an outfit. I'm sorry, Spike.. 


Opening a drawer, | swiped a pair of jeans and a T-shirt and pulled them on. He was taller than me, but they 
fit well enough. Dammit.why did | feel so guilty? Ive stolen clothes from girls and my brother countless times, 
why the fuck did | feel so bad now? | don't understand.. 

| heard the front door open and shut with a snap and my heart started hammering. Oh shit..that can't be..no.. 


The melody of "White Wedding" came floating up from the living room-- 


My whole world started whirling around me--shit, no, | have to leave, | have to leave! | wrenched the door 


open and started down the steps-- 


"Whoa! Holy shit, Axl! | figured you were still sleeping! You scared mel" Spike said, panting and running a hand 
through his hair. He had his lab coat on and carried his beat-up backpack in one hand. It suited him... "How's 


your nose?" 

| didn't answer. Please, Spike, please just get out of my way. | felt him looking at me closely, surveying me like a 
teacher might do for his students. But | couldn't look at him. Now | feel guilty? Seriously? Fuck me. | felt a 
warm hand on my arm. | flinched. He kept it there. | could feel everything start swirling around me again like a 
busted washing machine. 

"What's wrong?" | heard him ask. Let go, please let go, | have to leave, | don't belong here-- 

He pushed back my hair, trying to feel my forehead. | jerked out of the way. 

"Please talk to me, Axl. Maybe | can help?" Spike said. | could feel my breathing getting faster. 

"No. You can't help me. No one can help me." | said and | pushed past him, down the steps and made towards 
the door. | tried to open it.but something in the form of tall, white and rocker dude was blocking my way. | 


looked up at him, anger building somewhere deep in my stomach. 


"Spike, move. I'm leaving." | stared up at him. | tried my best to look intimidating, but it's fucking hard when 
he's five inches taller than me! Not to mention better built.oh what the fuck, Axl? Get with it! 


"No. Not until you tell me what's wrong and where you're going. I'm not just gonna let you walk out of here 


without a word and looking like that. You look really pale.." Spike said. 


‘lm fine. There's nothing wrong. Get out of my way." | said in a low voice. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. Stop 


getting angry, stop..nothing good ever comes out of it and you know it! Its the sob story of your goddamn lifel 


"No. Make me." Spike said sternly. 


"Move!" | screamed, no caring who the fuck heard me. | no longer cared; | just wanted him to feel the godawful 


pain | was feeling inside that made me want to throw up. 
"Nol" 


| slammed my fist hard against his chest, my hand ringing with the impact. It hurt a litte, but not nearly as 
bad as my heart. | felt him recoil a little, but he didn't give. 


"Is that all you've got?" | heard Spike laugh. It infuriated me further. You punk-ass motherfucker with your 
stupid, smug little smirk! You don't know what l'm feeling! 


| hit him again, this time harder. My hand ached and | heard him inhale sharply. But it wasn't making me feel 
any better..why didn't | feel any better?! 


"You're gonna have to do better than that, Axl." 


| beat my fists against him furiously, trying to imagine my problems being squashed under my fists with each 
blow. But each time my fist made contact, the stabbing pain in my heart got worse. | could feel stinging tears 


welling up in my eyes, scorching them. No, no, no, no-- 


| caved into him, my head hitting his chest and my arms flying around his waist. | felt the walls | had worked 
so hard to build come crashing down, like someone had pushed the plunger down on the INT. He was so warm 
and soft.l'd never felt so safe in my entire life. But my whole body hurt.one of his hands wound into my hair, 
gently stroking through it; the other hand ran slowly up and down my back. It felt like | was melting. He 
pressed me against his chest tenderly. | felt myself relax. hadn't felt like this in a long time... 


"Now are you going to tell me what's wrong?" | heard his voice above me. | still couldn't look at him. But | felt 
like | had to get it out or I'd fucking explode. And Izzy probably wasn't gonna talk to me for a long time, if he 
talked to me ever again.that thought hurt underneath the bitterness. 


"I'm leaving." | said in a small voice, staring at the white cotton of his button-down shirt. He'd opened the top 
three buttons, and his navy blue tie was hanging loose. | touched my forehead to the bare skin that was 
showing under the shirt. It was so warm.. 

"Ok? Leaving to go where? Back to your friend's, back to Izzy's, or---?" He pet my hair gently, stroking 
through each strand. It felt amazing. Now some weird, bizarre part of me didn't want to tell him the truth; or 
at least, not the whole truth. 


"Home." | murmured. His soft touch was wonderful..l could fall asleep like this... 


"That's a little vague, Axl. Where's ‘home'?" A squeeze. | returned it without even thinking first. 


'In--Indiana.." | said shakily, waves of panic disturbing the almost overwhelming calmness over me. 


Spike slid gently down the door until he was sitting on the floor. Not wanting to remove my arms, | went down 


with him. He was still holding me to him. 


"You want to go back to Indiana? But why?" His voice was so gentle it was almost like some fucking lullaby. He's 


so weird..but.. 
"| don't belong here. | was fucking stupid to come out here. | wish I'd never come here." 


| felt his hand glide across my cheek, feeling the cold metal of his rings, | shivered. Blood was going south, 
blood was going south, holy fuck why was my blood going south---? 


A touch. Two. One on each side of my face..warm hands..pulling me closer.my heart started racing..oh my God.. 
And there wasn't a gap between us anymore. His lips were on mine, soft and warm. He tasted like vanilla 
Chapstick, and his hands were so soft . Electricity flowed in my blood and got more intense as seconds slowly 
crawled past. Holy shit..and | kissed him back, pushing my tongue past his lips. Was it what | wanted? Was this 
the right thing to do? 


Oh, fuck it. 


Silence isn't Golden 
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| stared into my barely-touched coffee. The rest of the diner was quiet except for the occasional clatter of 
silverware and the kitchen door swinging open. We were the only ones in there except for an older guy reading 


his newspaper at the counter and some off-duty cop. | could feel eyes on me. 


‘Izzy, eat" Chris said, biting into his bagel and watching me. He pushed my untouched plate of food at me. "It's 
getting cold" | stared at the perfectly good looking quesadillas and shook my head. 


"Nah. | don't really want my quesadillas as much as | thought | did" | said, shrugging my shoulders. They felt 
heavy. | wasn't in the mood. Chris gave me a look that reminded me of the way my mom would stare at me if 


| questioned her instructions. 


"Just eat, lz You're gonna be hungry later and no offense, but | really don't want to listen to your stomach 
growling. Just saying.” He finished off his soda. | chose not to acknowledge that. 


"Christ, | feel bad." | murmured, playing with the salsa on my plate. Chris looked at me. 
"Why?" 


"He just.shoved me away. Just like that. Fuck.! don't know what | did. | feel like | should know.." | said to the 
table. Chris put his fork down and folded his arms on the table. 


"Well. maybe you scared him." He offered. | stared, eyebrows raised. 


"Why the hell would he possibly be scared of me? I've known him for 7 years." | said. Chris started on his 


pancakes. 
"Think about it. He was dazed. | mean, he did collide with my guitar." He said ruefully. 
"Yeah, and he's been hurt in front of me before and had no problem with me being there then" 


"Maybe this time was different?" 


"You sound awfully chipper for someone who just got smacked across the face." Chris looked up and shrugged. 


"Eh. I've had worse. | had an ex-girlfriend who hit me with one of her stilettos once." He said, gingerly touching 
the giant, bruised welt on his cheek and winced. 


"And the point is--?" 

"Never mind that. My point is that | don't think you did anything wrong. That's all I'm saying." 
"How do you know?" | retorted. He licked syrup off his fingers. Gross. 

"Call it a hunch." Chris said with his mouth full. 


"He's at Spike's. He was asleep when | got there. At least, | think he was." | said distantly. And the more | 
thought about it, the lower my heart sank. 


"Who's Spike?" Chris asked, looking confused. 

"The blonde guy." 

"Oh! Your boyfriend? That guy?" 

"He's not my boyfriend, smartass." | snapped. 

"Damn, excuse me .." | glared across the table at him. "Look, | know you don't call him your boyfriend, but I've 
seen the two of you together. You hug and kiss and cuddle and all that sexy stuff. So, if he isn't your 
boyfriend, what is he?" 

"friends with benefits." | mumbled, cheeks flushing. 

"Uh huh. Right" said Chris. "And I'm your fairy fucking godmother." 

"And we aren't.seeing each other anymore." | said bluntly. "Period." 

"When did that stop?" asked Chris, eating his bacon 

"Recently." | said lightly. He offered me some bacon. | refused it. 

"How recently?" 

"Very recently." 


"Ok. Because you realized you were in love with Axl, or--?" | spat the rest of my coffee across the table, 


sputtering and coughing, narrowly missing Chris. | felt my face growing hot and my heart pounding against my 


ribs. 
"What?! That's what you think?!" 


"Yeah, thats what | think" Chris said, buttering his toast. | gaped at him, not giving a fuck how clueless | 
looked. 


"lim not in love with Axl!" 

"Oh, bullshit. I've seen the way you look at him, and talk to him and touch him. Like he's fragile, almost. Or 
something you just--| don't know--love. | can't think of any other way to describe it. When are you going to 
take a step back and realize that you're in love with him?" Chris said, leaning on his arms to look at me. | could 


feel my face burning like a torch. 


‘lm not in love." | said, looking at my chipped coffee cup. "Even if | was.He doesn't feel the same way about 


me... 
"You don't know that" Chris said. | raised my eyebrows. 


"This is Axl we're talking about. Straight as a line Axl. Trust me.he doesn't." And suddenly | felt like utter shit. 


Saying it made me feel worse. 

"Yeah? So is spaghetti until you get it wet" 

"You're not funny." | mumbled bitterly. 

"Oh stop. Look, we both know you're in love with him, so just man up and tell the guy how you feel. If he 
doesn't feel the same, then he doesn't feel the same. You can still be friends, right? Just compose yourself 
and tell him how you feel. But keeping it to yourself is killing you. And me." said Chris, signaling for the check. 


"| guess you're right" | shrugged. But | was still skeptical. 


"I know I'm right. Now, put on a brave face and eat your dinner, breakfast, whatever meal this is. It is 2:30." 


Chris dug some bills out of his pocket. "And some of us work tomorrow’ 

| suddenly realized how hungry | was and grabbed my food ravenously. Chris laughed. 
"You dont have to eat that fast! 

"And when am | supposed to tell Axl that | have this crush on him?" | asked, swallowing 


"Whenever you're ready. Just let the dust settle for a few days and go over and talk to him. He's not gonna 
bite. | hope." | laughed, feeling a lot better and finished eating. 


"Ok, I'm ready to go home. It's been a long night" | sighed, stretching and yawning. 


"You can say that again. As much as | love you, lz, | think you need a therapist. l'm no good at this shit" said 
Chris as we stepped out into the night air. He lit a cigarette and offered me one. | took it. 


"Thanks, Chris. Sorry my life is so complicated" | said. 
"I'm sorry your life is complicated too. Can we go home now? | have to work in four hours.” 


When we got home, we both went to bed. Chris fell asleep, but | stayed awake. | could see the dim outline of 
Axl's beat-up backpack forgotten in the corner. | sighed shakily. 


What the fuck was | gonna say to him..? 


Why? 
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He ran his fingers down my shoulders, across my collarbone delicately, like he was petting a newborn kitten. | 
couldn't unglue my lips from his, it was just too addictive.better than any drug, better than alcohol.my heart 
fluttered like it had wings. was flying. | bit his lip gently, running my tongue across his teeth and the inside of 
his mouth. Everywhere his hands touched sent little sparks into my system-- 


Suddenly | felt hot. | pulled away, my body on fire. | wanted to do more, be closer..but wow everything felt 


weird. | tried to catch my breath. We were so close, | could see the deep pools in his gray eyes. 


"Are you alright?" Spike asked, concerned, looking me in the eye, arms wrapped around my back. | nodded 
breathlessly, pushing my hair away from my face. He proceeded to feel my cheeks with his hands, running 
them slowly down my neck, brushing away my long hair. | just couldn't catch my breath; it had all been driven 
out of me, and my lungs had forgotten how to work properly. Damn.why was it so hard to breathe? He looked 
me over, and | felt like | was in a doctor's office. He put his hand over my heart gently. "Take some deep 
breaths. | left my stethoscope in my backpack, do you need me to get it?" | shook my head, blushing furiously. 
| hated it when anyone fucking fussed over me, but | guess | didn't mind Spike doing it as much. It did start 
getting a little better. Damn, he's good.. 


"So, why do you want to go back to Indiana?" | swallowed hard. May as well come right out with it, he's blocking 
the door anyway. 


"I just don't belong here..that's all. | shouldn't have come. | should have known better." | said, trying to keep the 


hurt out of my voice. What came out instead sounded bitter. Like that was a step in the right direction. "I wish 


| never came here. Should've let them lock me up like they were fucking itching to." 
Spike blinked. 

"Well, if it makes you feel any better, you don't seem like a criminal to me." 

I'm not a criminal." | answered heatedly. 


"And anyway, take this as you will, but if you had not come here, | think that your life would be very 
different. And | would not have met you. If that is any consolation” 


Wait.what? He's..actually glad that he met me? Wow. Never heard that from anyone before, let alone someone 


like him. Did that mean he--? 


"How do you feel now?" | heard him ask. | felt dazed, truthfully. Like | ran a marathon and then got punched in 
the face at the finish line. Shit, that didn't make much sense, did it? 


"Breathless." | said, still sort of finding it hard to breathe. | didn't know how else to explain it. | tried to look at 
him. His eyes were so deep.shit, if my heart would stop pounding, maybe | could fucking think! 


"Ok. Take some deep breaths. Relax." He said, wrapping his arms around me again. He stroked through my hair 


and | could feel every nerve and muscle in my body going slack.ch wow ... "Better?" 
"Yeah.." | breathed into his shoulder. "Yeah, that feels good..." He laughed. 


"That's the idea" | couldn't pull away even if | wanted to. My knees were starting to get stiff. | winced and 
shifted a little. "Ok, not to be rude, but my back is starting to hurt. Why don't we go sit and talk on the 
couch?" He held out a hand. | took it hesitantly and let him lead me to the couch. Bowie observed from the 


stairs. 


"Was it because of last night that you wanted to go home?" Spike asked, handing me a glass of water. | took it 


wordlessly. But | could feel him watching me, waiting for an answer. Guess silence doesn't work on him. | sighed. 
"| guess..maybe partly." 


"Well, what happened? You said Chris accidentally hit you with his headstock. Right?" 
"Y-yeah.." 


"Ok. Well, what happened after that?" said Spike. | swallowed the water in my mouth. It was hard to look at him. 


| could feel his eyes surveying me. Shit.how did my life get so complicated? 


"I went to the bathroom. Right in the middle of the song. | could feel the blood dripping and | didn't want anyone 
to see how bad it was. | didn't even want to look, but | did anyway. Then, Izzy and Chris came in. They tried to 
help me, but.." | stopped, staring at my knees. And this was the part that got me. My shoulders felt heavy. | 
could feel his eyes on me even though | wasn't looking at him. He could see right through me. Shit. And | 
thought | was putting on a brave face. 


"But what?" He asked. | took a deep breath. 


"| guess | was just too upset is all" | shrugged. Guilt settled in my stomach. It weighed a lot. "I yelled at them 
not to touch me. But they insisted. Izzy touched my face to try and get a look at it, but | pushed him away. 
Chris tried too, but | smacked him across the face. Then | ran off and came here." | finished lamely. The guilt 


didn't go away. There was a moment of silence, only broken by the humming of the ancient air conditioning. 


"I see." Spike finally said. | looked up at him. 


"That's all? You don't have anything to say?" | asked, not trying to sound blunt. The last thing | wanted was for 
him to be angry with me too. 


"Well, there isn't much | can offer. What's done is done. | don't think you were necessarily wrong, though 


perhaps it was a bad idea to hit your bandmate." He said thoughtfully. 

"What, you've never hit somebody before?" | snapped before | realized what I'd said. Now he was telling me | 
was wrong? Ok, | shouldn't have pushed Izzy and slapped Chris, but they should have listened and left me the 
fuck alone. 

"I have. In high school | smacked a classmate across the face. With a bucket. | knocked out one of his teeth and 
he later needed stitches and a false tooth. | ended up having to go to court because his mother pressed 
charges. | had to get a part-time job to pay for the damage l'd done to him. So, yes, | have hit someone 
before." Spike said simply. | stared The ever-calm, gentle giant Spike hit someone? 

"Well, fuck" | said in disbelief. Spike laughed. 

"Surprised?" 

"y-yeah, | mean." 

"Sometimes our feelings get the best of us." Spike said. 

"No shit." | murmured, eyeing the wallpaper. 


"Have you spoken to Izzy or Chris at all since you've been here? Do they know where you are?" 


"No..'m sure Izzy is start enough to figure it out though." | said quietly. "| don't really want to talk about this 


anymore..no offense." 


"None taken. | may not be able to offer any advice, but why don't you go back to bed? It's still early, and it 
might help. Have you eaten something?" 


"Yeah, | had some toast before you got back." | said. 
"Good. | don't want you to be hungry. Or tired. So go on up to bed l'm sure you could use the rest. | have 
some chapters to read and some school projects to finish." said Spike, digging out a notebook and a huge 


hardback textbook. | didn't move. 


"Spike?" | said. He looked up. 


"Yes?" 
"Could |--er--could | just lay in your lap?" | stammered. He blinked, looking thrown. But then he smiled. 


"Sure." He said warmly. | laid down on the couch, my head across his legs. | could feel the warm heat from his 


body and the movement of his stomach as he breathed. A gentle hand ran through my long hair. Christ, that 


felt so good..l closed my eyes. 


| really could use the sleep.. 


People Living in Competition 
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"You still haven't told him?" Chris said incredulously. 
‘lm working on it" | protested weakly. "I just.need more time.." | took a huge gulp of beer. He stared. 


‘Izzy, it's been three weeks. How long do you plan on waiting? Either shit or get off the pot. You're gonna miss 
your chance." said Chris, drawing on his cigarette. i stared at him blankly. 


"Miss my chance? What's that supposed to mean?" | said, staring into the warm LA. darkness. The bed of his 
pickup truck felt cold, even though the night was warm. The streetlight above us kept flickering. A cat crossed 
the dark alley in the distance. Chris knocked back his beer, settling back against the cab. 


"Well, yeah. A guy like Axl isn't going to stay single for long. You've seen him around girls, right? You've known 
him longer than | have. He's good looking. Girls would fight each other just to suck him off." He remarked, 
offering me his cigarette. | raised my eyebrows. "Oh no, no, no, get your mind out of the gutter. | don't swing 


that way." 


"So, who's this Tracii we're supposed to meet? Some friend of yours?" | asked quickly, trying desperately to get 


off this conversation. 


"Yes, he's a friend of mine. He's the one that told me how to contact you, remember?" | shook my head. | 
actually didn't remember Chris telling me that, nor had | ever met Tracii. | must be famous, because somehow 
everyone knows me. | know maybe five people, and l'm talking to one of them. "And don't change the subject. 
You need to man up and be honest with your best friend. You owe him that." 


"I am honest with him!" | argued. 


"Ok then. Like, you were honest with him about Spike, or how honest you are with your feelings for him? That 
kind of honesty?" 


"Oh, shut up." | snapped. Who was he to lecture me about honesty when he lies about his age to get beer? | 
stared out across the parking lot and saw someone approaching. Under the dim streetlight, | saw inky black 
hair and a long grey cardigan that my mom might have worn. He had a few shiny necklaces on, a handful of 


bracelets, and..was that lipstick? Chris stood up and hopped down from his truck. 


"Ah, perfect timing." Chris said, giving the guy a one-armed hug. The guy looked barely out of high school, if 
not still in it. He definitely wasn't old enough to buy his own liquor. How come all the underage kids in Hollywood 
flock to me of all people? "Izzy, this is Tracii. This is the one | was telling you about. He told me where to find 


you." 


"Nice to finally meet you. I've seen you in playing in clubs and shit, but we've never talked" Tracii extended his 


hand. | took it. Calloused fingers. 


I'm guessing you play guitar." | said, putting up my usual cool when meeting other people. Can't trust anyone 
here, even friends of friends. | learned that my first week in LA. 


"Yeah, | do. Very observant He brushed his hair out of his eyes. Eyeshadow too. "I don't need to ask if you do, 
I've seen you play. You were about the only one worth watching in that band. What was the name of it? 


Something hard to pronounce." 


"Yeah, I'm not in that band anymore." | said. This kid seemed a little too smart for his own good. Bet he got into 
a lot of trouble. 


"Oh, | knew that. | caught you guys' show a few weeks ago. At Madam Wong's?" My stomach sank. | didn't want 
to be reminded of that again. Can't everyone just let it die? He lit a cigarette. "What happened there, anyway?" 


It was an accident” | murmured, flushing. Chris looked unruffled. Thanks, buddy. You're the best. Tracii 
shrugged. 


"Well, accidents happen. God knows that" Tracii said coolly. "We ‘accidentally’ fired our singer last week." Chris 
laughed. 


"You fired Mike? Damn, man, what the hell took you so long?" Tracii laughed too. 


"| dunno myself. Guess | felt bad for the guy. Then he got drunk at a show and smashed some of my shit and 
suddenly | didn't feel so bad anymore." 


"So what's gonna happen to you guys now?" Chris asked, polishing off his beer. Tracii shrugged. 
"Beats me. Not too much going on right now." 
"Well, | heard Tidus might be looking for a second guitarist." Tracii snorted. 


"And go play with Saul Hudson? I'll pass." | felt like the third wheel. And just as this realization hit me, Tracii 
turned to me. "What's the name of your singer? Alex? The red-head?" 


‘Oh, you mean Axl?" Even his name was hard to say at the moment. | wondered if he was ok, if he was stil 


safe at Spike's, if he was taking care of himself.. 


"Yeah, that's the one. ‘Axl.why the fuck did | think his name was Alex? Maybe | was drunk when | heard him 
say his name over the piece of shit PA” He closed his lips around his cigarette. "He has a hell of a voice. 
Probably the best damn singer in all of LA. Bet he's good in bed, too. Don't suppose he's available?" 


"Axl's spoken for.” Chris said, snickering. But that glint in his eyes meant business. Damn. "Besides, we saw him 


first" 


"Better guard him then. He's got other bands interested in him too. Saul wants him, Kevin Lawrence wants 
him.wonder if he knows how good he is" Traci said distantly. | could see the cool exterior of his coming down 
slowly as he got more comfortable. He seemed a lot like me. "He's really going to go places. That's why 
everyone has their eyes on him." 


Whoa. 


"Anyore, guys, | gotta run. | have to get up for school tomorrow." Tracii said, extending his hand. "Nice to 
finally meet you, Izzy. Maybe we'll hang out sometime, jam a little bit. Later Chris." He walked away. Chris made 


sure he was well out of earshot before he turned to me. 
"See what | mean? You're not the only one with him in their sights." 


"He's not gonna go join another band" | said, more for my benefit than for his. "Trust me. He isn't gonna jump 
ship without me." 


"Yeah, you say that," Chris remarked. "But I'm not talking about joining another band here." | stared. 

"Tracii didn't mean it like--" 

‘Oh no? Tracii bats for both teams, dude. And Tracii doesn't give a flying fuck what's between their legs. He 
wants it, he'll take it. Good guy though." Chris added. "Don't let his attitude fool you, he's a big softie. A slightly 
arrogant one, but a softie nonetheless. Still, you're running out of time. Better get your shit together quick" 
We climbed back in his truck and he cranked up the sputtering ignition, the only thing louder than my thumping 
heart. 


Oh fuck. 


Good Morning 
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The clock on the nightstand read 5:26. A grey light was filling the room, still dark, but bright enough to see 
shadows on the wall. The room was still the same: wall to wall shit. But at least it was just clothes and books. | 
didn't want to get fucking sick off of rotten food laying everywhere; | got sick easily enough on my own. | 
shifted, trying to be quiet. | heard the cat crawl out from under the bed. 


"You awake?" | heard a sleepy voice next to me. | rolled over. | saw grey eyes and a flawless face. His blonde 


hair was a mess. 

"Yeah. Just woke up.." | sighed. His eyes were so deep. Even in the dim light, | could still see their color. 

"Did you sleep ok?" Spike asked in a soft voice, even though there was no one else in the room. | pulled the 
sheet up closer; | was cold. He wrapped his arms around me and drew me closer. He was so warm. My heart 


started beating a little faster. 


"Yeah." | breathed, taking in every inch of his face. His eyes were locked with mine. He stroked my hair out of 
my face and ran his fingers through it. He pushed it behind my ears. 


"You're beautiful" Spike said, his fingers achingly tender. I'd never had anyone touch me like that before. 
"Th-thanks." | tripped over myself. Now I'm getting fucking tongue-tied? | touched his shoulders. The cotton of 
his shirt was so soft from being old and worn out. It felt good to wake up like this, to be..wanted. He made 
touch seem so tender, so precious. | rested my forehead against his. We were pressed together now. | felt him 


breathing, and his heartbeat against my shoulder. | sighed. 


‘Ive never..woken up like this before.." | said. "| mean.for the past few weeks." Spike looked at me. His eyes 


were mesmerizing. 

"Never?" 

"Not that | can remember.." | said truthfully. 
"That's sad." Spike said. "You're a special person" 


My face flushed. He smelled good, like the cologne my brother used to buy with his allowance. Spike ran his 


fingers up my shoulders, so lightly that it almost tickled. 

"Is this uncomfortable for you?" Spike asked. | shook my head. "Are you sure?" 

"Yes." | said. He ran his fingers through my hair again | could feel myself melting. God | loved that.. it just felt 
so good and relaxing. I'd never been so relaxed in my 2I years of life.. He kissed me gently on the cheek. | 


leaned into the touch. 


"Good. | want you to feel safe." He brushed my cheek with his fingers. "I know it's still early. | have to go to 
class this morning, but you can go back to sleep if you want. | would if | didn't have class." 


"My dad used to make us get up early for church. We'd have to be up 3 hours before mass for fuck knows 
what reason" | said, squeezing him. He was soft. 


"Yikes. The earliest i ever got up on a regular basis is when | had one of my cardiology classes at the hospital 


last semester. | had to be at the hospital at 5:45 to be ready to go. | lived on coffee. It was hell" He laughed. 
"What did you study that early?" 


"Cardio monitoring machinery and how to use it." | felt his arms fasten around my waist. "Trust me, it was a 


lot to learn so damn early in the morning. I'm lucky | made it.” 
"Sounds like it. | couldn't do that..go to college, | mean" | said 


‘lm sure you could. You are very intelligent. I'm sure you'd be fine." Spike said, stretching lightly. Bowie 
attempted to jump up on the bed. "Oh, | meant to ask.did you ever call Izzy and make peace with him?" 


A lump swelled up in my throat, and my stomach felt heavy. Something in me ached. | bent my head and 
rested it in the curve of his neck. | wrapped my arms around him tighter. My eyes welled up. 


«NO... 


With Friends like These... 
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| stared out the windshield nervously, jumping every time | heard a noise: a car door slamming, a dog barking, 
someone laughing, it didn't matter. | drummed my fingers on the plastic window paneling. Fuck, fuck, fuck.. 


‘Izzy, | love you, but will you just man up and go do this now? You made me drive you out here to the damn 
dark alleys of the ghetto at half-past one in the morning to do this, and now you're gonna sit here in my car 
and tap on my door?" Chris reached across and grabbed my hand to stop my fingers. | started. He stared, 


blonde eyebrows raised. 


"Yeah, | know.." | stammered, tripping over myself. My heart was pounding in my throat--l could feel it every 
time | breathed--and there were butterflies on fucking crack going haywire in my stomach. | hated being 


nervous. It was the worst feeling in the world. | took a deep breath. 


"Just breathe, dude. You're not tightroping across a volcano. You're just talking to your best friend" said Chris 
to the windshield, stealing a glance at me. | stared at him. 


‘Oh, is that all I'm doing? Just having a friendly chat over coffee and donuts. Right." | said, my voice shaking, 
folding my arms. | wish my stomach would stop moving and my voice would stop shaking. This was beyond 
uncomfortable. 


"Oh, come on. Relax." Chris said, turning in his seat to look at me. "Remember our first gig as a band?" 
"Uh..yeah. What does that have to do with anything?" | asked. 


"Remember what you said to Axl?" Chris said, brushing his hair out of his face. "You and | were pumped full 
of adrenaline and he was all white and shaking. We were ready to rock and he looked like he was ready to puke. 
You and | stood shoulder to shoulder with him so his knees wouldn't give out. | swear to God | could hear his 


heartbeat over the other band playing. And you turned to him and asked if he was nervous." 
"and?" 


"And of course, he said yes. And then you looked him in the eyes and said: ‘It's good to be nervous. It means 
that you care. And that, | think, gave him more confidence that any uplifting speech in the fucking world. Hell, 


it stuck with me, of all people. So, the reason you're nervous is because you care. Obviously." Chris said folding 


his arms like he'd just unraveled the greatest mystery in the fucking universe. 


"You fucking think, Nancy Drew? Of course | care!" | shot back, my leg shaking. "| wouldn't be freaking out if | 
didn't." 


"You know, now that you mention it, | don't think I've ever seen you so bent out of shape about anything 


before." said Chris thoughtfully. 
"Glad | could amuse you." | muttered bitterly. 


‘Oh, stop being such a damn drama queen. My point is that you should just grit your teeth and may all your 
cards out on the table, nerves be damned. This waiting and worrying is killing you. And me. | have to work in 


the morning. | will open that door and throw you out and leave your ass here with the cats for company.” 
| sighed shakily. As usual, he had a point. 
"I know what | have to do.."l said. "Its just hard to do it." Chris surveyed me for a minute. 


"I bet it is. You're making yourself vulnerable. | know you don't like doing that. But it isn't healthy to keep this 
locked up inside. You know what stress does to your body, man? Seriously, | read it in some health magazine. 
Anyway, | think you need to put yourself out there. Who knows, maybe Axl feels the same way and was just 
afraid to say something. You could spend your whole life wondering ‘what if and miss out on something special." 


| shuddered, even though the night was rather warm and Chris's AC didn't work. 


| don't want that." | said, trying to clear that horror from my head. | couldn't imagine not having Axl in my 
life. We'd been friends for so long. We told each everything. 


"Well, me neither. You're my friend, and he's my friend. | guess. And if you want to stay friends, and then 
some, you'll grow a pair, get the hell out of my car and tell him how you feel." said Chris. He reached across 
me and opened the door. | sighed nervously. Fuck me. Slowly, | got out of the car, knees trembling. | felt like 
heaving my guts up in the neighbor's dying tomato plants and fuck them. 


| heard a loud click behind me. Turning around, | saw that Chris had locked me out of his car and was waving 


at me and gesturing me to keep going up onto the porch. Bastard. 


Out of options, | walked slowly, trembling towards the peeling front door | once called home. My heart was 
pounding in my throat, making it hard to breathe. My chest hurt anyway. My hand was shaking so bad it was 
hard to hold it up. Swallowing the huge lump in my throat, | closed my eyes and knocked. 


Unforgiven 
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swear 
The door opened and there he was, mildly confused at first and then dumbfounded in the next second 

"Axl, um.hey.. 

"H-hey" | took in how he looked. Wow. He was just.well.beautiful. He had on a very faded wide-collar shirt that 
showed his collarbone and his perfect skin And even he was wearing sweatpants, the guy could make a nun 
blush. And apparently me. Say something to him Izzy. Anything 

"Er didn't expect to find you here.” 

„dumbass. 

'Uh.y-yeah.been, uh.here" Oh. My. God. This cannot get any worse. 

"How's your.your." | made a vague gesture. And here we go. 


"My nose?" Axl asked, like he wasn't sure who he was talking to. 


"Yeah! How's your nose?" Why did you ask him that? You can see right there that it looks like shit, with the 


purple and blue and green splotches that your idiot guitarist made because he wasn't looking where he was 


going-- 


‘Its fine." Axl rubbed it and winced. That had to hurt. "Just sore. No big thing." He half-shrugged, playing with 
something in his pocket. Well, at least there's that. | cleared my throat nervously. Man, it was quiet out here. 


"Did--um-—did Spike take a look at it?" | asked, shifting my weight. 


"Yeah..said it isn't broken" Axl said casually. But something had darkened in his bright, clear eyes. Was it 
because | brought up Spike? Why would that make him upset? "He's studying for his midterms at his friend's 
house. Think the guy's name is Jared. | suppose you came here looking for him." And there it was. That simple 
sentence said more than those eight words did. He thought I'd come to talk to Spike. 


"No, | didn't come here for him." | said, moving a little closer. He blinked But even that simple gesture meant 


something. Axl never made any movement or sound that didn't have meaning behind it. The whole dynamic of 


our conversation had shifted. And | didn't like the tension one bit. | took a deep breath and changed my tone to 


what | hoped was a warm one. "I came here for you." 
Axl folded his arms and stared at me down the bridge of his freckled nose. Oh boy.. 


"You came here for me" He repeated. "Why exactly? To bitch at me about what happened at Madam Wong's? 


That was almost three weeks ago. You're a little late." 


"No, | didn't come here to bitch at you. | came because, | paused and took another deep breath, "| wanted to 
talk to you. | hadn't heard from you or seen you in three weeks. | was worried, especially given that you were 


hurt. | missed you. We missed you." Axl scoffed. This was not going well at all.. 


"We missed you'? Who's ‘we'?" Axl said bitterly. | stared. Why is he so hostile? Where was all this coming 


from? | was puzzled. 
"Well, me and Chris. We missed you." | said, affronted. 


"Yeah, | bet. That's what you've been doing this whole time? You two have been palling around and having a 
grand old time? And then you say you miss me? What do you need me for? Apparently all | do is get in the 
way." 

"Axl, that's not true!" | said, trying not to sound like | was pleading. But Axl did have a point. As much as | 
hated to admit it, Chris and | had been together a lot over the past three weeks. But not because we were 
excluding him, | just didn't know what to say to him after that show. 


"Yeah, right. Three weeks | don't see you or hear from youl | don't know where you are or what you're doing! 
You make no fucking effort to reach out to me, to see how I'm doing! None! And now, you think you can show 
up here after all that and tell me that you "miss" me! Are you fucking serious?” Axl spat hotly. And suddenly 
the night wasn't so quiet. But now my blood was starting to boil 


| came here because | was worried about you and wondering if you were alright. If you find that so hard to 
fucking believe, that's your own damn problem. Don't make it one of mine!" | said dangerously, closing the gap 
between us in one stride. Now | was pissed. | came out here to try and have an adult conversation with him, 


and this is the shit he pulls? Really? 


"Now you're gonna pin this on me? Really, Izzy? You're the one that didn't bother to look for me for three 


weeks and then just came running because you suddenly grew a fucking conscience!" Axl yelled, inches from me. 
"| grew a conscience? I've always had one! If | didn't | wouldn't be here!" | shot back. 
"Then why are you still here?" 


"Because |--" | took a breath. This was getting out of hand. If | didn't try and fix this now, we'd both regret it. 


Remember why you're here. | started again in a softer tone. "I'm here because | care. | do. Really. | know | 
haven't shown it, but | do. | came because | wanted to talk to you about something important" But Axl just 
stared at me like | had a giant slug on my face. 


"You came to talk to me about something important because you suddenly care? Izzy, I'm many things, but 
stupid isn't one of them. If you really cared, you would have been here three weeks ago. | don't think you do 
care. And if you don't care, why should 1?" Axl said He sounded angry, but | heard the hurt and sadness at the 
very end of his sentence. But no matter what hurt he was feeling towards me, it was nothing compared to the 
hurt | was feeling inside at what he just said. It was like a piece of me just broke off and fell away. My heart 
dropped into my stomach. He really thought | didn't care? | had literally no words to speak. Not one. At a 
complete and total loss, | turned around and walked silently off the porch, down the street and wordlessly into 
Chris's car. Chris stared at me. | couldn't bring myself to look at him. 


So..how did it go?" | heard him pipe up cautiously. But it sounded as if it came from far away. | felt numb. And 
cold. He really thought | didn't care. He didn't answer for a bit. “Izzy? Are you there? Even if it didn't go well, 
you can still tell me. | won't judge." | reached behind me to pull my seatbelt. As | did, | thought | saw Axl sit 
down on the porch and put his head in his hands. | couldn't tell if he was crying or not. | felt like it. But the 


tears wouldn't come. 


"Just shut up and fucking drive." 


Over it 


Author's Notes: 
Still working on this, | suppose. 


| couldn't believe this.how can he show up here after three weeks---three weeks!---of no contact, no nothing 


and just expect everything to be ok? Like nothing ever happened? Are you joking? When would that ever be ok? 


| sat down on the steps and buried my face in my hands. Fuck, fuck, fuck.how did this happen? How did my life 
get so complicated? Izzy and | were fine in Indiana. We hung out, smoked pot, listened to records, got into 
trouble..what had changed? All he did was move to LA. That doesn't make sense. Then | started developing a 
crush on him and that's where it all went South..was this all my fault. 


No! No it isn't! You can't pick who you fall in---well, this isn't love. No way. This is a high school crush, at 
best. No way could i fall in love with-- 


Ok, I'm getting off the subject. | shook my head and my hair hit me in the eyes. Ouch. The night was pretty 
chilly and | didn't have a coat. | shivered. | wanted to go in but | needed some fresh air. Aside from a cool 
breeze rustling trash on the street and the sound of distant sirens, the night was quiet for a change. No 


obnoxious neighbors. No loud music. It would be peaceful exact for the hurricane brewing inside of me. 


Fuck you, Chris. Fuck you for hitting me in the face with your piece of shit guitar. Ever since he waltzed into 
the picture, Izzy has been clinging to him like a lost puppy. | feel like | can't get close to him anymore. Between 
him and Spike-- 


"Axl?" | jerked my head up. Spike was standing in front of me in his leather jacket and glasses, backpack slung 
over his shoulder. He looked both confused and concerned. Was he worried about me? Why? 


‘Oh..hey." | said. | brushed my hair out of my face. 
"Uh..hey yourself. Why are you sitting outside? And with no coat? You're gonna get sick." Spike asked, adjusting 
his metal-framed glasses. | nodded, staring at the peeling wooden slats of the porch. For some reason, it was 


hard to look at him. "ls something wrong?" 


"No." | mumbled bitterly. Footsteps and then a clunk, followed by the sound if a bag dropping and the warmth 


of an arm brushing mine. Should've known he wouldn't believe me. 


"What's the matter?" | could feel his grey eyes on me. | felt like they could see right through me. What was 
the point of lying? | sighed heavily. My shoulders ached and so did my head. Fuck me. 


"It's no big deal. |---a good friend of mine and | got into a fight. That's all" | heard Spike set his backpack down 
on the porch. 


"Not a physical one, | hope." Spike said. | stared at him. "Sorry. What did you fight about?" 


"| guess. feel like he doesn't want anything to do with me anymore. Ever since he met and became friends 
with this guy..he wasn't like that before, but now.." | stopped. Careful. | couldn't look at him, so | stared at the 


crooked fence of his neighbor across the alleyway instead. There was silence for a bit. 


"Hmmm..well, could it be that you may just be a little jealous of your friend's new friendship?" My head popped 
up. 


"No." | spat hotly before | realized what | said. Spike raised an eyebrow. | blushed and cleared my throat, 


embarrassed. 


"Well, if not that, then may be other factors at play. Have you and this friend spent any time together lately?" 
Spike said at length. How was it so easy for him to look at me? | had trouble maintaining eye contact for more 


than a few seconds. Ever since my fucking father-- 
"No." | muttered. 


"That may be the problem also. Your friend, | am sure, misses your company. You are wonderful to be around, 


and a good person" said Spike. Now | looked at him. 
"you think?" 


| do. Very much so. If | thought otherwise, | would not have let you stay at my house." | heard him say. | 
scoffed. 


"I don't think I'm a good person.." | said to my knees. "There are better than people in this world than me. My 
rap sheet is longer than this street. My parents kicked me out. My teachers hated me. Now |z--my friend 
hates me.." | felt a hand on my thigh. It was warm and soft and it made my heart skip a few beats. 


"You aren't a bad person, Axl. You're a good person, one whom has had bad things happen to them. No, | don't 
think you are." Spike said to me, turned to face me. And for once in my life, | couldn't pull my eyes away from 
his. They were so serene.like a soft cloudy sky that didn't bring rain. | shivered a little. The night was really 
chilly. 

Spike took off his jacket and draped it around me. It was still radiating a soft warmth. His warmth. | stared. 


"Aren't you going to be cold?" | asked. 


"No. | have this on" Spike tugged at his cable-knit black turtleneck. Black really did look good on him. | moved 


closer. He was warm. What was it about him that was so..inviting? Is this what Izzy felt when he was with 


him? And my heart ached again for Izzy. | needed to forget him. And now | have something to make me. 
| leaned in and gently brought my arms up and around Spike, draping his jacket over both of his as best as | 
could. | brushed my lips against his, They tasted like vanilla Chapstick. This was it. This was what | needed. | 


needed him to make me forget about him.. 


Two fingers nudged me sand gently tipped my chin up. Another hand snaked around my shoulders. It was 


amazing. | closed my eyes. His kiss was so warm, passionate. This was it. This was what | wanted. 


Fuck Izzy. 


Sayonara 


Author's Notes: 


"Fucking fuck me! Why even bother, ever? Why fucking bother?" | ranted and raved like a lunatic. | kicked 
Chris's bedpost and swore because goddamn it, that hurt. That was a dumb thing to do, but | didn't care. 


"Ok, I'm sure you know this now, but that was a stupid thing to do." Chris pointed out, sitting on his bed. | 


rounded on him, eyes blazing with fury. 
"Bite me." | hissed. Chris stared, eyebrows raised, 


"| know you're not taking it out on me. I'll walk right out of here and out of this band" Chris said, but he had a 


hint of danger in his voice. He was serious. Hearing that brought me back to sanity. | sighed in frustration 


‘Chris, I'm sorry." | said in a low voice. And | meant it. "It isn't your fault. I'm sorry you got mixed up in all 


this." 


"IFs all good, Izzy. Just don't appreciate being yelled at unfairly is all. Look, | know you're mad and shit, but you 
need to try and cool off a little bit before you either break your toe or my bed." 


"Is so shitty! Why would he say all that shit? Its fucked up!" | said exasperatedly. "I don't get it!" 


"Yeah, you do have a point there." said Chris, picking at his fingernails. "That was pretty shitty. | agree there. 
But | get it" 


"Is this some psychology bullshit now?" | asked, still slightly steamed. "How in the seven hells do you get this? | 
must be an idiot. Enlighten me." 


"Well, you did leave the guy alone for three weeks without talking to him." said Chris. 
"Ok, so?" 


"So," Chris mused, "his feelings are probably hurt. | didn't expect them to be that hurt though. That's a new 
level right there." 


"But you told me to go talk to him!" | protested. 


"True. Admittedly | didn't expect this kind of fallout” Chris shrugged. 


"| should've." | mumbled bitterly. "Axl's the biggest drama queen | know. Why would this time be any different?" 


"Well, don't give up just yet. Give the guy some more time to cool off. If he holds grudges over stuff like this, 
he's going to have a really stressful life. Plus, | like to think your friendship is deeper than this. Know what | 


mean?" said Chris. 


"| guess." | answered. What he said did make sense. But why do | have to walk on eggshells around him? Didn't 


he realize how irrational he was being? 


"Like | said, give the guy some time. I'm sure with time he'll realize he was being an idiot. Not everyone realizes 
their mistakes as quickly as you do. And not everyone has me looking over their shoulder and giving them 


relationship advice, thank God. Think about how fucked this world would be." 


"Nah. The divorce rate would drop. Trust me." | said. "If this whole music thing doesn't work out, you could 


always be a psychologist. You'd be good at it” 

"No way. I'd tell way too many people to quit their bitching and solve their own problems. They'd fire me in 
three hours. | don't mind giving you advice because | like you. Everyone else.not so much. Hell, I'd even give Axl 
advice if he ever needed it." Chris laughed. 

"He could use it sometimes. | love him, but--" 

"Hold it. You just said ‘love’, Izzy Stradlin" Chris interjected. | froze. 

"You know what | meant!" 

"No such thing. You just admitted that you love him. Doesn't matter what context" said Chris. | stammered. 
The hell is he talking about? | don't love Ask. No way on hell. | like him and sure, | have feelings for him that 


are more than just friendship, but no fucking way am | in love. 


"This isn't love. No way! Love is for chicks. Or the goddamn movies. This is a crush, at best. Nowhere near 
love." | muttered, my face burning. Chris raised his eyebrows slyly. 


"Whatever you say, Izzy. Whatever you say." Chris shook his head. At the moment, the phone rang. "Who the 
fuck calls me in the middle of the night?" 


"Good question Maybe Rob or your friend Tracii got arrested and needs bail" | suggested. 


"He can rot then, because l'm broke." But Chris answered it anyway. "Hello? Uh.Axl? Um, you do know what 
fucking time it is, right? Yeah. Uh huh. So to what do | owe the pleasure? Are you fucking serious? What for?" 
| stared, puzzled. "Wow. Yeah, ok. You know what, you can stick it up your ass. Have a good fucking night" | 
stared. He covered the mouth piece and whispered: "Apparently I'm fired” 


| saw fucking red. 


"Give me the goddamn phone." | said through clenched teeth. Chris passed it over wordlessly. "Axl, you 
motherfucker. | swear to God you better not have just fired him." 


"| did. So what?" | heard his voice on the other end. He sounded angry. Good! Fucking get angry. Give me an 


excusel 


"So what? Are you fucking joking? You don't get to make those decisions without asking me. It's my fucking 
band too! You gonna fire me too? You know what, fuck this. | quit. Have fun with your one-man-show! 


Sayonara!" | slammed the phone down so hard it cracked. | looked over at Chris. He just sat on his bed shaking 


his head. 


"Your friend is a fucking lunatic." Chris said with a bitter laugh. 


No fucking kidding. 


Yesterdays 


Author's Notes: 


He had a striped shirt on. 
| had too-big jeans on and he wore a striped shirt. 


| sat on Spike's bed and stared at the picture in my hand. The jeans came from the thrift store, and | 
remember when this was taken. It was in the summer before eleventh grade. Izzy had just passed his permit 
test the day before. We were standing in front of his mom's ugly green car. Looked like a Chevy, but | couldn't 


tell from this angle. He was smiling because he was happy. | was smiling because | was happy for him. 


But he was really happy. | wasn't. My dad threw me out the night before. Under those jeans were legs covered 
with scratches and cuts. The red school track shirt | was wearing was hiding bruises that were shaped like 
hands. There was sadness etched in every line of my face that connected to my smile. My smile was fake. No 


one could tell. But Izzy knew. We knew each other so well. 


He knew everything. My thought process, how | functioned, everything. He had me down to a science. He always 
knew when something was wrong. He could tell when | was lying or hiding something from him. He knew when | 


was happy or sad or tired or angry..He just knew. He always knew. How can one person know me so well? 

I've thought about Izzy more times than | can count. | feel like my day isn't complete without wondering 
whether he's ok and if he ate today. Or thinking about what he's doing? Who does that? Its fucked up and it 
isn't normal. The only people who think like that are people who are in-- 

Wait, what? No.|'m not in love with Izzy. There's no way. People who are in love fight a lot less than we do. 
They don't do shit like this, or call each other names. Or ignore each other for weeks. That's petty. | love Izzy, 
even though he's a selfish asshole, but I'm not in love with him. Period. 

But if | was...what would it feel like? | mean, | haven't seen love too often, but | imagine that people who are in 
love..they think about each other a lot. They miss each other when they're not around. They love each other's 
company, and doing things together. Like everything that | enjoy with Izzy--- 

No. No no no. I'm not in love with Izzy. I'm not. No fucking way. That's beyond absurd. 

So, then. how do | feel about him..? 


| miss him. | miss talking to him, hanging out together..fuck, | miss him. His voice, his eyes, everything. Then, 


after three weeks of not seeing hide nor hair, he shows up and we fight! And here | am moping because he 
isn't here! Then, when we were together in one room before all that, | was fidgety and everything felt like | 
was on speed. My thoughts moved at a hundred miles an hour and | couldn't stop playing with my fingers and 
my heart was beating so loud I'm surprised Izzy couldn't hear it. That's not love, that's misery. And 
uncomfortable. Love isn't uncomfortable. 


Damn right it isn't. Love isn't being sad that someone isn't with you, or your thoughts racing or your heart 
pounding and it definitely isn't fucking butterflies in your stomach. Its crap, and |--- 


| dropped the picture. What the fuck just went through my head? All those things..missing someone, enjoying 


their company, getting nervous around them.isn't that what--what--- 


| didn't even realize my hands were covering my mouth. No. No. No no no no no no no.My mouth went dry and 
hands started shaking. | could feel my heart pounding in my throat. Suddenly breathing became hard. And my 


vision swam, the room looked like a blur of color now. 
Something wet hit my legs, staining the fabric of the jeans. 
Oh my God. Oh my God.!'m in love.l'm in love with Izzy! Oh my God! 


Everything that | knew was love was what | was experiencing, every last bit of it. | loved him, God help me, | 
did. | loved everything about him. | loved his wavy hair so dark it was almost black, even though he dyed it 
darker. His hazel eyes were so warm and reminded me of roasted chestnuts. The way he laced up his shoes 
one row at a time. The way he brushes his hair out of his face. That he likes crab legs but hated crab cakes. 


| love the sound of his voice and the way he hugs me..fuck me! l'm in love! 


How could this happen?! When did it slip past me? Shouldn't that have been something more obvious? Why did | 
have to endure so much pain and torture just to love him? That asshole, | wanted to scream. | wanted to grab 


him and shake him.. but.. I'm the asshole. 


| rubbed my eyes. My fingers were wet. And a couple strands of hair stuck to wet cheeks. Fuck me. | knew | 
was going soft. Goddammit, why is this so hard? | never wanted this to happen! | couldn't stop the tears, and 
soon | was shaking with sobs. Fuck! | can't do this! | can't Love him! It hurts! | shook like | was freezing, tears 
just kept multiplying and dropping from my eyes. My chest clenched like something was just squeezing my 
heart from the inside. This fucking hurt! 


"Axl?" | whipped around so hard | cracked my back. Spike stood in the doorway, backpack in hand. He had an 
Aerosmith shirt on and his white lab coat on over top of that. He looked a little windswept. But his face fell as 
soon as he saw me. He dropped his backpack in the doorway and flew across the room, climbing across the bed 
towards me. "Axl, what is it? What's wrong?" But | couldn't speak. | couldn't move. | couldn't think. He caressed 
my check softly, wiping a tear away. "Does something hurt?" 


Yes something hurt! | fucking hurt! It hurt to breathe! But it was like something had glued my vocal cords 


shut. | couldn't tell him. He brushed my hair away from my face with a touch so tender it almost tickled. He 
looked worried, his grey eyes like a sky about to drop rain. 


"Mockingbird, please talk to me. What's wrong? What hurts? If you don't tell me, | can't help." Spike said gently, 
feeling my forehead and running his hand down my face and neck. "You don't feel warm..." But | was warm. | 
was on fire, blazing and burning, why couldn't he feel it? He put a hand softly on my chest, the other stroked 
through my hair. | was shaking like a leaf and it feel like a bad a plastic bag over my mouth and nose. 


"Your heart's pounding, Axl. Try to breathe. Does your chest hurt? Or your head?" He cupped my face in his 
free hand. "Do you need me to take you somewhere?" 


And | try to breathe. | wish | had just a fraction of the air he's wasting asking questions. | raised a trembling 
hand until I'm touching his in a mirrored motion. | swallowed when there was nothing to swallow. | stopped 
trying to think. | stopped trying to speak, or breathe. | leaned in and took Spike's lips. | needed his breath in my 
empty, paralyzed lungs. Please, just a little air.. 


| heard him exhale in surprise. Spike, please don't push me away..| can't... 


A touch. Two, both of them in my hair, smoothing it off of my shoulders and away from my mouth. His warm 
hands ran over the back of my neck and across my shoulders, tracing every line, every contour. | pushed the 


envelope, pushed him-- 


He fell back into the mattress, still wrapped around me. | straddled his assist, slipping his lab coat slowly off 
his shoulders. He looked surprised, following my hands. | could somehow feel his breath in me and | could 


breathe again. 


Spike looks at me and sits up with me on top of him. "Are you sure you're okay? | hope you're not on drugs; 


Ill beat your ass if you are." 

| grabbed a bottle of whiskey from under the bed that | stole earlier in the hopes of forgetting all about Izzy. 
Spike smiles and takes it. He twists the lid off and holds it out to me, "Please, you drink it. Just be careful, go 
easy.” 


So | turn it up and give it a hearty guzzle. | feel the pull behind my eyes only a moment later. 


If | could kiss Spike, then | would know how it felt to kiss Izzy. Spike has been with him. If | tried hard enough | 


might still taste him on his lips. | ran my tongue across them. 


Spike's arm wrapped around my waist. He rolled me onto my side and climbed up on top of me. His grey eyes 


peer into mine. It was as if he was asking for permission or something. 


He pulled off his glasses and laid them on the nightstand. His hands wound into my hair and his lips seize mine. 
Was this how Izzy felt? How he tasted? More. | needed to know more: to taste more, feel more, be more. 


Spike was about to kiss me again when his eyes locked with the floor just by the bed. His brows knit together 
and his eyes narrowed. His jaw ever so slightly agape, he looks back at me, then back to the focal point on the 


floor. Something flashed in his eyes. It looked like..hurt. 
"Don't stop, "| pant, snapping him from his daze. His eyes locked with mine. 
And he didn't. 


* * * 


| woke up out of the blue. The morning was still dark, the sun wasn't even up yet. Except for the occasional 
distant siren, the world was quiet. | looked at the clock. Sill. Ow, my head.why the fuck did | pound that whiskey 
so fast? And holy shit, did | have to piss. 


| looked over. Spike was sound asleep, stretched on his side and resting his head on his arm. His textbook was 
lying crumpled open next to him, in danger of sliding off the bed. Carefully, | got out of bed and walked around 
to his side of the bed. | folded his book closed and put it on the chair next to the bed. | leaned in. He had a few 
freckles near his eye on his temple. | wouldn't have noticed if | hadn't looked closer. He had long eyelashes too. 
He really was..pretty. Good God, | just called a man "pretty"... | leaned in and kissed him gently on the cheek, 
before heading into the bathroom. 


| did what | had to do and washed my hands. My throat felt achy and sore. Weird. It didn't hurt before. That's 
what | get for pounding all that alcohol. Or from all that crying and hyperventilating. | made an idiot out of 
myself for sure. Whatever. | took the cup off the sink and poured a cup of water. My sore throat didn't 
exactly help anything. Fuck it. 


| got back into bed and noticed a pair of grey eyes looking at me. My heart skipped a beat. 
"Did | wake you up?" | asked softly. 


"Not exactly, | had to be up in a half hour anyway. | have observation at Sinai today. Are you alright? You're 
up awfully early." 


"Yeah. Had to piss, that's all. And | got some water from the sink; my throat is sore." Spike looked at me. 


"Hmmm..well, you did cry quite a bit. That could have caused it. When | go to class, you can make yourself 
something hot to drink and see if that helps." Spike got out of bed, stretching and yawning, before hunting for 
clean clothes. "| have to get ready." He stroked my hair gently. | took his hand gently and squeezed it. "I'll be 


home later. Get some more rest.” 


| nodded and squirmed further under the covers. He walked downstairs, shutting the bedroom door behind him. 
| turned to face away from the window and caught something on the floor in the dim light from the 


streetlight outside. | leaned over the bed to look more closely. 


It was the picture. 


| Don't Care About You 


Author's Notes: 


"I can't FUCKING believe this!" | stormed into the room and threw myself in Chris's desk chair. He looked up 
from the copy of Hit Parader he was reading. 


"Ok, for the record, | have zero clue what you're talking about" Chris sighed into the pages. "So, what's ruffling 
your feathers?" 


"Axl!" | spat hotly. "Who else?" 
"| might've guessed. Now what did he do?" said Chris, turning the page. 


"Tracii fucking Guns, your FRIEND, just swooped in and stole him! Axl's singing for his band now!" Chris raised 


an eyebrow. 


"Huh. Didn't know that. Tracii needs to get better at telling me shit" Chris said, tearing out an ad and putting it 
on his bed. | gaped at him. 


"How are you so collected about this?" | demanded, pacing the room and puffing on a cigarette like it was my 
last one. Chris sighed and shut the magazine. 


"Because," Chris said, completely level-headed, "it isn’t a big deal. This isn't the end of the damn world. So the 
guy's singing for another band now, so what? You quit and | got fired. There's no Hollywood Rose left, dude. If 


Axl wants to go sing for Tracii, then let him. Poor Tracii can find out how much of a headache he is." 
| flopped on his bed, steam coming out of my ears. 


‘Of course this is a big deall How does he get to move on and work with Tracii Guns while you and | sit here 


on our asses? How fucking fair is that?" | said Chris looked over, both eyebrows raised now. 


"Ok, yes, it was shitty the way he did you and |. And | get what you're saying about him getting to move on so 
quickly. But please don't lump me in with that statement and say how it's unfair to "us". Change your words. 
Just admit it, Izzy. This isn't about you and |, it's about you. You're jealous." Chris said lightly, sitting in his 


desk chair, legs crossed and eyeing me. | sat bolt upright. 


‘Chris, don't quit your day job. Comedy isn't your thing" | said dismissively. Jealous? What's there to be jealous 


of? 


"Ok then, smartass. If you're not jealous, prove it. Why am | not worried about this and you are? Why are you 
blaming Tracii for a choice that Axl made? Why are you sitting here in my room, spitting fire instead of 
changing your situation? Sounds like fucking jealousy to me, dude. Just saying.” Chris replied. 


lm not fucking jealous! Not of Axl OR Tracii!" | said angrily. Chris threw his hands up in the air. 


"Oh my good fucking God..yes you are, Izzy Not having Axl with you making music WITH YOU is eating you 
alive like a goddamn parasite! You're bitter because not only did he move on, he just got a new songwriting and 


guitar-playing buddy and seemingly dropped you like a hot potato! This is exactly what | told you would happen!" 
"We can replace him like he replaced us!" 


"Izzy, he didn't replace us! He replaced YOU. And you can't stand that. Face it. You're jealous. Listen to yourself. 
You want him here with you, and that not what he chose. You can't control him, Izzy." Chris protested. Fuck. He 


got me... 


"lll show him. I'll join another band, see how he likes it. | saw London was looking for a bassist" | snapped. Chris 


blinked. 


"Man, whatever floats your weird-ass boat. If you really think this is going to stick in Axl's craw, then do it if 
you want. But don't come crying to me when it doesn't work" Chris sighed, paging back through the magazine 


again. 
Fine. | will. Suck it, Axl! 


| stepped out into a phone booth to make a call. On my hand was a flyer for open auditions today for London 
They'd been around for many years on the strip, everybody knew the band. It was for a bass player. | don't 
normally play bass, but | could play. I'd do anything, anything to make Axl regret doing what he did. Fucking 
anything. London was a glam band, | fucking hate glam, but you know what, if | got the gig, just so Axl could 
see that | didn't fucking need him, | could live with it. 


EK 


| stood outside some rusted old warehouse. | can hear music coming from inside. This is it? Oh God.| think | 
made a mistake. | went in cautiously and see this poor kid on the stage playing really awful bass lines. His hands 
were shaking and his hair was purple and ragged. Yikes. | look over at the band. They were giggling and talking 


shit. Awesome. 


"Go the fuck home!" A loud voice says. | look over and see none other than Nikki Sixx and Blackie Lawless. I'm 
not exactly sure why they were here since neither was in London Didn't they have groupies and mansions? 


Then Blackie motions to me with his head. 


"Fresh meat," he nudges Nikki. Nikki turns to look His eyes fell on me, or at least | think they did, you couldn't 
really see them. And a lopsided smile spreads over his lips. He had such a beautiful smile and innocent face, 
really, considering that he was supposed to be almost as bad as Ozzy, and Ozzy's a hard act to follow, for 


damn sure. 


"Thanks, uh..Stan, We'll let you know." One of the band members said. He had long curly hair and a shiny silver 
shirt. Oh dear God.they really are a glam band. Their drummer had on a silk scarf, and his Mom's jeans. 
Another of them had leopard print pants. Another had shiny, stick-straight hair, bright red lipstick and pearls. 
Oh holy God, | need to get out of here. This was a huge mistake. 


"Looks like this one probably plays better, Nadir." Nikki says still smiling at me. The guy with the lipstick and 


pearls looked over at me briefly before scowling. 


"Anybody has to be better than you were," he mutters under his breath, obviously not too thrilled with him 


being there. He had more sass than Madonna. Jesus Christ. 
Nikki swipes his boot heel across the floor and takes out the legs of the stool Nadir was sitting on. 
"Goddamn you Nikki! Why the fuck are you even here?!" 


Nikki leans back with a mean smirk, "Humbling myself at how the other half, half | left behind, lives." He and 
Blackie giggled. 


"No wonder we left" Blackie said brushing his thick hair out of his face. "Chris is a handful enough. I'm 
surprised you guys haven't moved on yet!" He yelled at the rest of the band. They ignored them, except for 
Nadir who turned bright red and shot them an evil look. 


So | introduced myself and they motioned for me to get on the stage. | could see Nikki slowly lean forward, 


eyes on me. | didn't own a bass so | reached for the one on the stage. 


"Don't touch my fucking shit!" called out Little Miss Leopard Print. I'm pretty sure that's a hermaphrodite. So | 
backed away and looked at them. 
"Here," Nikki quickly said. "Take mine." 


So | jumped off the stage and walk over to where he's pulling his bass out of the case. He held out this solid 
black BC Rich with thin white trim. It was a really nice bass but it just reminded me of a fucking spider web 
for some reason. | looked at Nikki who smirked up at me. His tongue lightly licks his lips. Then with a flick of his 


head his eyes came into view. He would have had to have fucking have goddamn green eyes, wouldn't he. 


So, | played | didn't play anything too specific, just noodled. At this point, part of me was praying | wouldn't get 
the job, especially given what I'd have to fucking wear... | had no clue how to put on eyeliner, or blend. | was a 
fucking dude. The entire time Nikki just watched my every move with his arms folded across his chest, an 


eternal smirk plastered to his face. 


They huddled up together; fuck, I'm blowing this audition for sure. 


| look down at Nikki's bass while | waited for them to finish chit-chatting. It looked like it had only been played 
maybe once. Now that | think about it, | think this is a bass from one of Motley Crue's videos. | think | 
remember a close up shot of this very bass. But Nikki has lots of money and likes to break bass's onstage. 
This might have been number 4 of 7. Christ, I'd give anything to do what he does in front of thousands of 
people.. 


After a moment Nadir walks over to me and told me I'm in. He didn't look too sure; he was probably outvoted. | 
didn't outwardly smile, but inside | was cheering. Fuck you, Axl! | don't need youl 


| unplugged Nikki's bass and take it back over to him. He batted those cobra eyes at me and smiled. He really 


did have a great smile. 

"So do you have a name?" Nikki asked me. 

"Uh..its Izzy." 

“Izzy', huh? That short for anything?" He asked with a confident grin. Blazing white teeth glared at me. 
"Not really." | shrugged. Nikki scribbled something down on a piece of paper and stood up. 


"Come on Blackie, let's go, " he called. Blackie stood up and collected his jacket. Nikki leaned over to me and slid 


the paper in my hand. "Mmmm, call me sometime, Izzy. I'll show you one hell of a time." 


And with that, they walked out. And | stood there with a new gig and Nikki Sixx's phone number. Holy fuck 


Life Advice 


Author's Notes: 


"Please sit down. | want to talk to you." Spike said, pushing his glasses up his nose. | blinked. Ok, not exactly what 
| pictured him saying as soon as | walked in the door, but ok. | walked into the kitchen. He was making dinner. 
Whatever it was, it smelled really good. 


| dropped my jacket on a chair and made to kiss him on the cheek, but he stopped me. | stared. Ok..? | sat in 
the chair. He sat down opposite me. He looked like he was waiting for the results of an important test. 


“Axl. wish | knew how to say this properly, but you and I--what we've done---it can't continue. It had to end." 
Spike said heavily. | stared. 


"wait, what? What do you mean?" | asked. | don't get it. What brought this on? 


"Well, being in a relationship. The things we've done, intimacy, that sort of thing." Spike said, resting his chin on 
the tips of fingers. He stilllooked nervous. And then it hit me. 


".oh.." | felt my face flush. Well this is awkward. And yet..why did | feel--relieved? "Spike, listen--" 


"| cherished our time together. | want you to know that. | hope you're not too upset--" Spike said anxiously, 
probably fearing that | was. 


"Oh, l.l did Too. But listen, | really want to--" | began nervously. 
"And you can still stay here--" 


"Spike, | love someone else!" | blurted out. And the whole house got very quiet. Even Bowie was silent. Spike 
blinked, surprised. 


"Er..yes, | figured as much. l'm not really..well, one for commitment anyway." He blushed, fluffing the back of 
his hair. Wait, huh? 


"How did you know?!" | asked, feeling my face getting really hot. | was probably redder than a radish with a bad 
sunburn. And now it was Spike's turn to blush. 


"Well, | saw you crying over that picture of you and Izzy the other day. You left it on the floor, so | went and 


looked at it. Its a wonderful picture of the two of you, really." Spike said, still looking like he was embarrassed. 


Oh shit! 

"You..You saw that?" | said. Now | wanted to crawl under the damn table. 

"Yes, | did. didn't want to lead you on knowing you were in love with someone else. It isn't fair to you. Or me, 
for that matter." said Spike. There was silence for a moment. “Actually, | feel relieved that | was honest with 


you. | was worried you would take it really hard." 


| sat up straighter in my chair. Spike took a tray of meatballs out of the oven and turned the stove off. He 
spooned spaghetti onto two plates and handed me one. | mumbled my thanks. 


"Spike..l'm in love with Izzy." | said in between mouthfuls. 
"So we've addressed." Spike said cordially. | sighed, stabbing a meatball. | looked him in the eyes again 


‘Ive never been in love before. I've never even been on a date. Please, Spike--Andy--tell me what | need to 


do.." | all but plead. Spike finished what was in his mouth before answering. 


"Well, | can't tell you precisely what you need to do. | can give you advice, but the rest is up to you." He said. | 
nodded. "Have you actually spoken to Izzy since that night you fired your guitarist?" | flushed again. 


"You heard that?" 


It was hard not to." said Spike, twirling spaghetti. | felt like | was naked, but more embarrassed. "So, did you 
and Izzy talk?" 


"We--we did, but we fought. And | haven't spoken to him since. | think that was a week ago." | said, swallowing. 


It hurt quite a bit. 

"I see. Well, obviously the first thing you need to do is actually talk to him. Without arguing. And that goes for 
him too. Izzy can be a hothead too. Both of you need to sit down and talk about how you feel. Good God, | 
sound like a therapist. Wrong medical specialty." Spike mused, pouring some juice and offering me a glass. 
"Because otherwise you're never going to get anywhere.” | nodded. 

"But | don't think Izzy feels the same way about me.." | mumbled to my plate. Spike frowned. 

"What makes you say that?" 


"Just do." | said. Especially after Izzy and | fought, why the hell would he want to talk to me, let alone.fuck, | 


couldn't even say it.. 


"Well, | don't think Izzy's the type of person to hold a grudge if that's what you're saying." Spike said, getting 
up and serving both of us more spaghetti. "I think, most of all, you need to sit down and talk to him. Tell him 


how you feel" 


"And what if he doesn't like me like that?" | asked quickly, putting my fork down. Swallowing was painful. Spike 


sat down again. 


"Well, then you'll know and you won't torture yourself wondering ‘what if. It will hurt if that's the case and 
you'll cry a little, but life will go on again. Speaking from experience and a little professional insight, broken 
hearts don't hurt forever." He smiled. | blinked tears out of my eyes. “Besides, you two really do belong 
together. You're both just too thick-headed to see it" 


"We are not!" | said indignantly. 


"But you'll never know how he feels about you if you don't ask. That's my piece of worldly advice to you, Will” 


| perked up at the use of my birth name. "Now, how was your job interview?" 


"Well, he hired me. Third shift. Guess one if the managers is supposed to start training me next week." | said. 
Spike raised his glass with a smile. 


"Mazel Tov." He said warmly, drinking. | picked up my juice. It was ice-cold, but it hit my throat like fire. Ouch. 


It must have showed in my face, because Spike looked concerned. "Are you alright?" 
"Yeah. My throat is still sore." | said, rubbing it. 


"Still? Hs been a few days." Spike asked. He put his plate in the sink and sat in the empty chair next to me. 


"Do you have a fever?" Before | could answer, he felt my forehead and cheeks. "You feel warm, Axl..." | flushed. 
‘lm fine. It's no big deal" | said hastily. "Ill just take some Tylenol, itll go away in a few days." Spike didn't look 
convinced, but he handed me Tylenol anyway. But one question stuck in my mind. "Hey, Spike?" He turned around 
from the sink, where he was doing the dishes. 

"Yes?" 


"What was Izzy like..you know..in bed?" | half blurted out. Spike blinked, like I'd smacked his nose. 


"Well.he's very passionate. He enjoys closeness..intimate. He doesn't just fuck or have sex.he's more of a 
"making love" type. Hair petting, kissing, holding--among other things--he's very touchy-feely. I'd say he was 
good at what he did" Spike said thoughtfully. "Did | answer your question?" 


Part of me wished | hadn't asked. 


Runnin’ with the Devil 


Author's Notes: 


Well, this is the place. Not sure why he picked Japanese of all places, but hey, | guess if he's treating me, | 
won't be ungrateful. It's really ornate, with paintings of Mt Fuji and Japanese temples on them. They were 
pretty, with cherry blossom petals falling in them. | feel majorly under-dressed, and | picked out the nicest 
button-down | had in my closet. It was only missing 2 buttons too. Nikki was waiting for me in the lobby, hair 
spiked and poufy, signing some autographs for a cute little Japanese waitress. | gotta admit, the guy has a nice 
smile. Shame he doesn't do it more often, it looks really good on him. He spotted me, and a sly smile turns up 


the corner of his mouth. 
"About time you showed up. My hand was starting to cramp." Nikki said, waving his hand airily. 


"Haha, my bad. l'm not great with time management." | said sheepishly. It wasn't really a lie either. | wasn't so 


sure about this whole thing, but we'll see what happens, | guess. 
"Well, lets go, l'm starving." 


“Sounds good to me." | let him lead me back to a table way at the back of the restaurant. Like, all the way 
back. It had candles lit on it and everything. Ok then..This was a little strange. But, again, I'll give the guy a 


chance. He seems a lot different in his personal life than he is on stage. 


Nikki turns his chair around backwards and sits. He grabs a ceramic vase thing and pours something from it 


into a tiny shot glass of sorts. 


"Sake?" He asked. | take it and am about to take a drink when he stops me. "No wait, you drop in this." He slid a 


glass over to me with some pale ale colored drink inside. "It's apple cider, you drop it in and chug it” 


| turned the little glass over in my hands. It was marble-colored, but ceramic. It was kinda neat. | thought 
about slipping it in my pocket before the night was over. | did what he told me to and sipped it. „ugh. Not my 
kind of alcohol, for sure. | think | preferred beer. | tried to hide my disgust. 


"You must drink this kind of stuff a lot, being on tour all the time and all those visits to Japan" | said, folding 
my arms on the table. He nodded pleasantly. 


A waitress comes over and lays a menu down in front of us. Nikki glances at his, "I'll have.. The pepper steak 
and wonton soup. Izzy, know what you want?" Oh shit. | forgot about food | wasn't really that hungry, but 


again, my mother raised me to be polite. | glanced over at the small Chinese section of the menu. | wasn't 


feeling brave enough to try raw fish. 


"Uh... | guess I'll have the same thing." I'm not really a fussy eater, I'm sure it'll be fine. But again, this isn't 
really my forte. | just wanted us to try and work, | had to do everything | could to forget about Axl. Since it 


was so easy for him to drop me, I'll just do the same to him, see how he likes it. 


The waitress walked away and Nikki poured more sake for me. He slammed his and smiled at me with almost 
predatorial eyes, "So, tell me how you like working for London? | had..a difference in style and opinion from 


Nigel. | had a much better opinion of style," he halfheartedly chuckled. | smirked. 


"Well, | was just brought on not too long ago. | don't think I've really been there long enough to form too many 
opinions about everybody. Nadir is a little girl, though." | said darkly, rolling my eyes. " | swear to God the guy 
probably wears nightgowns to bed. Seriously. Nobody can stand him, but we can't find a better singer, so..” | 
shrugged. 


"They never wanted to listen to my opinions. See, if they would have they'd be here now. Dumb fucks, but 
that's A-ok. Who needs them?" Nikki said, rocking back on his chair with a satisfied grin | smiled This guy 
didn't seem to be bothered by anything. Lucky fucking guy. 


"Don't worry, | feel the same way about my bandmates. Trust me. And | felt like that many times in other 
bands. | want to do what you do someday. And I'll do whatever it takes to get there." | said determinedly, 
sipping on my water. Nikki surveyed me. Man, this guy was pretty intimidating. He just had this presence about 
him. His eyes stayed hidden for the most part, but his lips generally gave me an idea of what was running 


through his head. One corner of his mouth raises into this defiant smirk. It almost made me nervous. 


"I can help you with that, you know, " he said slyly. But the manner in which he says it makes me feel like I'd 
owe him something in return. l'm not so sure | wanted to be in his debt. It seemed like too vulnerable a spot to 


be in | shifted a bit in my chair. 


"Uh..that's a very generous offer," | remarked, drinking more water so | could think of what to say next. | felt 
like | had to choose my words carefully. "But | don't want to be a solo artist. | want to be a part of a band. | 
don't think I'm cut out to be a solo guy. | don't even like playing lead guitar. There's no way | could play guitar 
on stage by myself. | don't think I'm that great, anyway." 


"There's no room in the business for shyness you know?" Nikki said. His words almost purred at me, "l'm a 
very good friend to have on your side. Not like I'm asking you to sell your soul to me. " But from that damn 


smile on his face it looked like that was exactly what he wanted me to do.. 


"And besides," | said, trying not to sound as hasty as | felt, "unless you know a singer as good as--" But | 
stopped. Fuck. | wasn't supposed to be thinking about him. Or talking about him. This was supposed to be my 
date, why is my brain going to Axl? | felt a twinge of irritation That smile turned up a half dial when | almost 


said Axl's name. 


"Ah, | see, you have a curious interest in your red-headed singer. | suppose he does have a certain." he 
dismissively twirled his wrist, "charm. But as for a personality.. lim much more fun" Then | see him gingerly 


bite his bottom lip. "Way more fun. Trust me." 


"He's not my singer." | scoffed. "Not anymore. How do you know him, anyway? It's not like we're famous, or 
anything. | wish." | stirred my ice cubes around my glass. Man this went sour. Why did | have to think about 
Axl? | guess he could tell | was uncomfortable. He cleared his throat and motioned to the waitress carrying 
around a tray of something or another. She came over and set this glass in front of me. It had a baby 


octopus in it. 


"You ever tried this before?" He asked picking up a chopstick He stuck it to the octopus in the glass and it 
moves! Its fucking alive! Do they sell them as pets or something? Nikki patiently waited for it to wrap itself 
around the chopstick. 


"Did you know that an octopus that has tentacles |8 inches long can fit itself into a coke bottle? They have no 
bones you see. But did you know that one this size can kill you?" He raised the chopstick up to eye level 
"Incertain parts of Asia, it's meant to be a bold move of prowess to swallow one alive. Its kinda like playing 
Russian roulette. With any given try is a 50/50 chance that this thing could attach itself to your esophagus, 
thereby cutting off your air supply.” 


He looked at me daringly, his cocky smirk returning. He opened his mouth and slowly sticks his tongue all the 
way out with a little flick at the end. He stuck this live creature in his mouth and wraps his lips around the 
chopstick. When he pulled it out of his mouth the octopus is gone completely. Holy shit! Then Nikki grabbed his 
throat and starts looking distressed. He banged his fist on the table and try to slap his back. Oh shit, he's 
dying! | was about to call for help when he suddenly started to cackle. "Oh my God, you should have seen your 


face!" 


| glared at him. Are you FUCKING kidding me? Seriously? Who the fuck is this guy? No way in hell is this going 


to work... 


"Nice trick. Do you do kids parties too? What the fuck is wrong with you?" | hissed, pushing my water glass to 
the side so far that it tipped over and spilled ice cubes across the table. They slid like hockey pucks. The few 


people in the restaurant were staring. Great.. 
"Oh lighten up! You know, you shouldn't take life so seriously, you can't get out of it alive." 


| just look at him and try to keep my jaw off the floor. Who the fuck did this teased-up, leathered asshole 
think he is? He certainly did leave a lasting impression, but come on! Now | really didn't want to eat. | just 
wanted to go home at this point. What a fucking disaster this was turning out to be. | never thought a date 


with Motley Crue's Nikki Sixx would ever turn out like this, not in a million. Axl would never have treated me-- 


Fuck. There | go again! Thinking about him! Why? We weren't ever gonna work. No way. He's with Spike. That's 


what he wants. And I'm here doing what | want. Embarrassed, | start picking up almost-melted ice cubes and 


putting them back in the glass. 


Nikki smiled at the waitress who brings us our food. | can't help but notice the way he watches her ass when 


she leaves. "Mmmm, she can be my little Geisha girl anytime." 


Really? He's out with me and.. What a colossal jackass! | sat back with a frown. He looked at me as he stabbed 
his meat with his chopstick. "What's wrong with you?" 


| just stared. He had no class, no restraint and no manners. This guy was a royal prick. And clueless as hell. 
Shit, talking to Axl was less tedious than this. What kind of fucking date is this? Did Nikki even want me in any 
way at all? Or was | here to be his amusement for the evening? And he wanted to go to a movie after this? 


He's got something funky in his brain if he thinks we're doing that. Not a chance. 


Nikki sighed and laid down his chopstick. "Look, are you going out with me tonight to make him jealous? Or do 
you really want to be here with me tonight? Cuz if you came based on pretenses from that introduction kiss, 


well, we could just drop all this moonlight and serenade shit and cut straight to the mind blowing sex." 


| was in the midst of swallowing and choked. | coughed and sputtered and he reached over to pat me on the 


back and offered me a sip of his water. My eyes watering and my face hot and blazingly red, | stared at him. 


"What? Make who jealous?" | protested. But | knew in the back of my mind that the jig was up. Nikki huffed 
irritably. 


"Oh come on, could you be more obvious? The fucking redhead with the jacked up attitude. You can't even say 
his name! Come to think of it.. that suits me fine, | dont want you to. But please don't try to insult my 


intelligence. You can't." 


"Hal Yeah right. l'm not trying to make him jealous. Fuck him. I'm here because | want to be." | said defiantly, 
folding my arms to try and prove my absolutely untrue point. Nikki just flashed me a sinister smile. 


"Oh, | can see you suffer from denial.. Not just a river in Egypt you know." He swilled his sake around in his 


glass and downed it in one go. 


"That's not true!" | protested. Why even bother, Izzy, he can see right through your pathetic front. Pathetic is 
a great word, actually. Describes me perfectly. Like, it's pathetic how I'm on a date with the bassist of Motley 
Fucking Crue and l'm over here hung up on Axl Rose. Seriously? There are millions of girls who would kill to be 


where | am right now! 

"| could give a fuck either way. If you want to use me to make him jealous, hey, fine with me. | am a very 
good performer you know." Nikki said, twirling his chopsticks. Huh. There's a thought. But..no..this is getting 
really petty now. l'm 22 years old, not lb. Guess l'm not really over him, am |? That's pathetic too. 


‘No..as tempting of an offer as that is.it's petty. Really petty. And it isn't right. | don't want to be that kind of 


person. lm better than that. Or, at least, | hope | am." | sighed heavily. Nikki just huffed and rolled his eyes. 


"How very noble of you. Though realistically, there is no nobility. Its a wasted emotion because everyone cares 
about number one the most. Fuck nobility, fuck compassion, fuck love. We all like to be manipulative little shits 
every once in awhile, especially when it comes to getting what we want." | stirred the dregs of water around 
my glass miserably. How did it end up like this? He had a point, but still. | wasn't gonna stoop to Axl's level. As 
much as | hated to admit it.this wasn't working. This date, trying to pretend | was over Axl, all of it. It just 


wasn't working. And there was no way | could make it work, no matter what | did. Time to face the music.. 
"Nikki.listen.| really don't think this is gonna work out. This has been really fun and all and you're cool to hang 
around with, but | cant see this going anywhere. | guess..| shouldn't have lead you on like this. I'm sorry. I'll pay 
for my meal if you want. But | think | need to call it a night." But Nikki looked relieved! What the actual fuck? 
"Oh thank God! | really wasn't looking forward to telling you that you're too much of a romantic for me. | 
mean, you're cool and all, but you're heavy, man. It was fun though. Give me a call if you ever want to chat." 
He nodded to me, waving his hand. | smiled. 


"| will. Thank you for everything.” | said, pushing my chair in 


"Oh, by the way," Nikki leaned in with a sly grin. "Your redhead's pretty cute. Saw him working at Tower Video 
the other night. | can see why you like him." | stared. He saw Axl working at Tower Video? 


"Yeah. He is cute." | said. | put on my jacket and walked out. On to the next thing. 


Dead Flowers 


Author's Notes: 
Shout out to the two people that still read this. You guys are amazing. 


| looked up at the ceiling of my brand-new apartment. Ok, brand-new was a bit of a stretch. It was brand-new 
to me. There were water spots on the ceiling and | tried not to imagine how they got there. The curtains were 
old bedsheets tacked to the walls. The wallpaper was ripping, and screamed 60's. The carpet was so flat it may 
as well not be there. But it was all | could afford. Having a job put money in my pocket and a place of my own. 


It wasn't that | had minded living with Spike. Even after we'd stopped seeing each other, he told me | was stil 
welcome to stay. | just figured it would be best if | got my own place, with the awkwardness and whatnot. Well, 
he didn't seem to feel awkward. | was the one who did. | stretched out on the poor excuse for a bed. 
Admittedly | did miss Spike's bed a little. | felt so tired, like I'd just run a marathon, for seemingly no reason. 
My throat ached. Maybe | could catch a nap.. 


Someone knocked on the door. The doorbell was broken. Wearily, | got up to go answer it. My visitor happened 
to take the form of long gray cardigan, black lace tie-up shirt and black jeans. His guitar was strapped to his 
back 


"Hi Tracii" | sighed. Tracii grinned. He had a lot more energy than he let on. For someone with a lot of 


Personality, he sure kept it hidden all the time. 


"Good morning, Sleeping Beauty. Can | come in or what?" Tracii asked, way too happy next to me, who felt like 
the walking dead. | held the door open for him. He settled back on the couch like he belonged here. For how 


often he dropped by, he may as well have. "And how are we this morning?" 
"Alive." | said scratchily. | cleared my throat. Fuck that hurt. 


"Just alive?" Tracii said, examining his fingernails. Blue nail polish. Where did he get his sense of fashion? "Well, 
maybe | can fix that. | brought lyrics over. Wanna take a look at them?" He fished folded pieces of tablet paper 
out of his pocket. | shrugged. | didn't really feel like it, but then again, | didn't feel much like doing anything. 


What's wrong with me today? Tracii looked me over. He was serious this time. "You alright, man?" 


"Yeah. Fine. Why?" | asked, brushing hair out of my face. Was |? Good fucking question, Axl. | tried to look 


anywhere else but into Tracii's brown eyes. Fuck, in this light, he sort of looked like-- 


"Um, because you're a space case." Tracii remarked. "Not like you. You usually perk up when | dig song material 


out. Did your boss ride you at work or something?" 


"No." | said simply, tapping out a cigarette and lighting it. Tracii took it and dragged on it before giving it back. 
He did that a lot. Then he leaned back on the armrest of the couch and nudged me with his feet. 


"Well, something's up with you, and l'm gonna find out what. You and your girlfriend break up?" 
"Don't have a girlfriend" | said from behind my cigarette. Tracii sat up cross-legged and stared. 


"What about the girl with the purple hair? The one | see at your job all the time? | thought that was your 


girlfriend? She's always there when you are." He piped up. | almost spit out my cigarette. 


"The fuck? No! That's my manager, Traci..." | shook my head slowly, rubbing my forehead. | was getting a 
headache. Tracii giggled sheepishly. 


‘Oops. My bad. Don't tell her | said that, would you? Look, something's got you down, why don't you fess up? 
I'm not leaving till you tell me. If that means | have to sit in the shower with you while you bathe, believe me | 
will, and I'll enjoy it. So you better start talking” Tracii said, clasping his arms around his knees. Now | wished | 


hadn't answered the door. 
"Tracii, it's nothing really." | said, stubbing out my cigarette. 


"A-hal | knew it! You said ‘its', so that means there is something wrong." Fuck me. Way to go, Axl. "So, let's 
hear it." 


“Christ, l'm getting a headache.." | mumbled, exasperated, ironing my forehead with my hands. Tracii's a good 


guy, But the fucker loves to gossip and play therapist, and | don't have the energy to deal with him today. 


Suddenly, two soft hands were on either side of my head, rubbing my temples. They were callused and cool. 


Damn, that felt good... 


“There. I'm taking care of your headache. Now will you tell me?" Tracii said. | stared at his knees from 


underneath my curtain of hair. Damn this guy is persistent. 


"'m--just thinking about someone. That's all" | said softly. Tracii continued massaging my head. He stroked my 
hair too. Right for my weak spot. 


"Thinking about who? A girl?" Tracii asked, and | could hear the playfulness without even looking at him. He 
inched closer so that his legs were touching my thigh. "Turn this way, | can't see what l'm doing." | did. He 
kissed me softly on the cheek. My face burned. 


"Not a girl" | said, trying to stay awake. God, | was so tired.. "Tracii, must you? Keep your mouth to yourself... 


"Haha sorry." Tracii giggled. He wasn't sorry. "So who you thinking about? Is it a boy? Do | know him? | didn't 
think you swung that way!" | started, blushing furiously and swallowed nervously. My throat was on fire. 


"|--I never said anything! | definitely didn't say it was a boy!" | squawked. Tracii laughed. | didn't think it was 
funny. 


"You didn't have to. Its written all over your face." Tracii snickered behind his hands. | glared. "Sorry sorry 


sorry. So..who's this boy?" | cleared my throat nervously and winced. 
"No one--just a friend" | said to the floor. | could feel Tracii move next to me. 


"IF its no one, then why so down and mopey?" | shrugged. "Ok, don't give me that. | wasn't born yesterday, 
dude." 


"l-I think I'm in love with my best friend." The words fell out of my mouth before | could stop them. 
"oh. Awkward. And here | was going to ask you out to dinner on Friday." Tracii pouted. 
"Oh, stop." 


"Right. Sorry. l'm not very good at this psychology stuff, | just watch it on TV." Tracii shrugged, sweeping his 
jet black hair out of his eyes. He needed a haircut. "And learn about it in school." 


"Why aren't you in school?" 

"| ditched" He shrugged. "School year's almost over anyway. And trust me, once you're a senior, you've learned 
everything." Tracii sidled up next to me. Now our arms were touching too. "So who's this boy that l'm now 
jealous of?" 

"Tracii..." 

"Ok, ok, chill. Anyway, you think you love him?" Tracii quipped. | looked him in the eyes. They were deep and rich. 
| nodded shakily. He surveyed me, and brushed my hair back from my forehead so tenderly it took my breath 
away. | stared. "What's that look for? You have pretty eyes." 

"Yeah. think I'm in love." | sighed 

"Well, don't be upset about it. Love is a beautiful thing, not something to cry and agonize over. You know?" 
Tracii said thoughtfully. | nodded wordlessly. Talking was starting to hurt. He continued to look at me. "So what 
else is wrong?" 


"That was it. Why?" | said. 


"Because you don't look like..you." Tracii said simply. He ran a hand gently down my cheek to my neck and left it 
there. "You feel really warm. Do you feel ok?" | shivered at the light touch. His fingertips were cool. 


"Just tired. That's all" | said heavily. My shoulders felt like they weighed a thousand pounds. But Tracii still 
looked at me. Without warning, he shoved a hand under my shirt. 


Shit! Tracii, what in fuck's name are you doing?!" Cool fingertips again. What the ever-loving hell? 

"My school nurse said when she was in nursing school, one way they used to check for a fever is to feel 
someone's stomach. She said it was the hottest part of the body." Tracii said thoughtfully. | wrenched his hand 
away and rearranged my shirt, blushing furiously. 


"| don't have a fever. l'm fine." | said gruffly. 


"I think you're full of shit, because you feel really warm, but if you say so, Axl" Tracii sighed. He laid back on 
the couch. "You're grumpy today." 


"And you're getting on my nerves. Yet we're both still here.” 


"You love me and you know it." Tracii wound himself around my shoulders like a cat. | shifted a little and my 


face got warm. "I'm cold." 
"Go get the blanket off my bed." 


"Nah, I'm lazy. You're like a human space heater right now, plus you're right here." He nuzzled my neck. Strands 


of soft wavy hair brushed my skin. Now | really felt hot. 

| tried not to let him see how red my face was. It was probably the same color as my hair. | didn't even want 
to look. Slender callused fingers skated down my side. Fucking really, Tracii? | sighed and titled my head back, 
closing my eyes. Christ, when did my life get so complicated? Between Tracii being--well, Tracii--and lzzy-- 

| felt a nasty jolt in my stomach when his name entered my head. There | go again, thinking about him. | feel 
like that's all I've ever done lately is think about him. Like he's some wistful fantasy lover in a romance novel. 
Jesus Christ. This is pathetic. | need to get him out of my head. Period. 

Tracii kissing my neck brought me back to Earth. 


"Tracii, knock it off. You're like a nail-polished mosquito! And you better not have left a damn mark or Ill 


strangle you with your guitar strings." Tracii unravelled himself. 


"Ok, ok, relax, l'm sorry." He slid back over to his spot next to me. We were silent for a moment. Then Tracii 


proceeded to fall into my chest. | sighed huffily. 


"Really, Tracii? Why do we go through this shit every time you come over? You know I'm not in to you." 


"Yeah | know. But | like you, so.." | heard him answer. And my face flushed deeper. He liked me, all of 
people.fuck knows why. "Your heartbeat sounds pretty." Holy shit it just got really hot in here.. 


"Focus, Tracii. Didn't you say you brought lyrics over?" | said somewhat desperately, prying him off of me and 
sitting him up. 


"Oh, shit! That's right!" He exclaimed, picking up the folded pieces of paper that had fallen on the disgusting 
carpet. He unfolded them and passed them over to me. | glanced over. Tracii was a decent lyricist. A better 


guitarist, but he still had a way with words. 


"These are pretty good. It's a good start. They need some fine-tuning.” | said, digging for a pen Tracii pulled 
one out of his pocket, uncapped it and stuck it in my mouth. Weirdo. 


"Thanks! That means a lot, coming from you. You're a brilliant writer. I'm a better writer than this guy | know- 
-Nadir--trust me. You should see the shit he comes up with, especially his poetry. It's garbage. He writes all 
this love poetry and gives it to me, then tells me it's not written about me, but it clearly is. Talk about 
clueless." Tracii said, picking at his nails. "Guy can't get the hint that I'm not interested. Not gonna lie, | was kind 
of hoping he'd taken an interest in that new bassist they got." 


And there was a knock on the door again. Tracii and | stared at each other. 
"You invite anyone over here?" | asked. 


‘Of course not. Did you?" | shook my head. Sighing again, | went to open the door. Christ, | didn't feel so good. l'll 


answer it, tell them go to hell, and go lay down 
| opened the door with my speech prepared. But | didn't see any random stray. | was face to face with lzzy. 


"Izzy?" | breathed in shock. What the fuck? What the hell is he doing here? | thought he never wanted to talk 
to me again! But Izzy doesn't say anything at first. He just looks at me. His eyes appeared heavy. Then he 
sways slightly and brings his hand up to the door frame for support. Is he drunk? 


"Izzy? What's wrong with you? Why do you look like that? And what are you doing here? How'd you find out 
where | live?" | sound like a cop with all the questions | was asking. But he look right at all, | felt like something 
was wrong. 


" m fine," he eventually utters, tone softer than normal and it's soft to begin with. 0...k? | stared. 


"Er.." | cleared my throat nervously, forgetting how bad it hurt. Suddenly, his knees buckled and my arms shot 


out to catch him. | couldn't even be mad right now. Izzy recovers the usage of his legs and straightens up. 


"I had to see you," he says looking down. He had to see me? Why? What was so urgent? Unless he came here 


wanting to argue or talk about Chris. | wasn't really in the mood. 


"Look, if this about Chris, Izzy, | don't really want to talk about it. | have a headache and l'm tired and | don't 
feel good. If that's why you came, | don't really feel like talking about it” | could hear Tracii softly trying to get 


my attention. | ignored him. 


"No," Izzy shakes his head, "this ain't about Chris." So, he didn't come here to talk about Chris..then why was 
he here? What else would we have got to talk about? 


"ok. Well, what is it? | kinda want to go lay down" And that wasn't a lie, | was really starting to feel like I'd 
been hit by a truck. | was even thinking of kicking Tracii out. | turned around. Tracii was making gestures to 
arm like he was giving himself an imaginary shot. Huh? And then hit me. | stared at Izzy with wide eyes. He 
leaned slowly into the door frame. His cheek rested on it too and his eyes fluttered, fighting to stay open. 


| quickly put my arm around Izzy's waist and walked him into my apartment. Tracii vacated the couch so | 
could set Izzy on it. He tried to make himself as invisible as possible. For all faults, Tracii was a smart kid. 
But..heroin? Izzy was shooting up? Why? Why would he do that? He always seemed to be content with smoking 


joints. 


‘Izzy, are you high?" | ask standing before him. Izzy hangs on the arm of the couch. His eyebrows knit 
together as he fights to keep his eyelids open. His lips part but its quiet a moment before he speaks. 


"What do you care?" He said bitterly. | frowned. 

"What do you mean, ‘why do | care? Of course | care, you're my--" | hesitated Was he? Fuck, he was more 
than that. Should | tell him---? No. No way. I'm not gonna tell him that. | coughed nervously, tearing my throat 
apart. It was hard to hide it. 


"What? What am |?" He asked bitterly. 


"You're my--my friend, Izzy. | care about you.." | stumbled. | really didn't know what to say now. | couldn't tell 
him how | felt, no fucking way. 


"You care?" Izzy asks with his eyebrows fixed in a flat plain. | blinked. What the hell is he talking about? Why 


wouldn't | care? | never stopped caring.not even when | was mad at him. 


"Yes, of course. l'm just trying to help you. | just need you to tell me what he truth..are you high?" | asked in 
a quiet voice. Izzy scoffed. 


"The fuck does it matter..high.sober..who gives a fuck." Izzy said bitterly to the ceiling. 
"I give a fuck," | said. "What did you take Izzy?" 


"Brown sugar..smack..why, you want some?" lzzy said dreamily, but there was sadness underneath that. | heard 


a bedroom door shut, and | knew that Tracii must have gone in it to give us some privacy. 
"Heroin?" | mutter softly, "but why? You know that shit can kill you." 


"So can a car wreck. It's my business, not your problem." He rubbed his nose and stared at me with unfocused 
eyes. | couldn't believe what | was hearing. Did he seriously come all the way over here, high as a fucking kite, 


and then tell me its none of my business? 


"Dammit Izzy..Then why did you come here? If it's none of my business, then why?" | asked in a low voice, 
trying to keep the irritation out of it. | coughed into my hand, trying to get the tickle out of my throat. Holy 
Christ that hurt! 


His hazel eyes look up at me. He just stares at me intently through his barely parted eyelids. "It's not 
important," he sighs and shakes his head. | stared. 


"It is important. It must have been important enough for you to come down here and find me. How did you find 


out where | lived anyway?" | asked. 


"No," Izzy shakes his head and pushes himself to his feet, "| shouldn't have come." | stared. What. The. Hell? 


Now he's leaving? 


‘Izzy, where the hell are you going?" | cried, staring after him. But he didn't answer me. He just turned around 
and kept on walking. He never turned around once. My knees felt weak, so | sank down onto the concrete of my 
front porch. | just sat and watched him walk away. 


Enter Duff 
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This night sucked. 


Shitty club, shitty band on the stage, shitty people..fuck this. | needed more whiskey, or smack, or something. 


My band sucks too, and our show sucked. Every last one of them. This blows. 


| polished off my third shot and lit a cigarette. The guy on stage had fluorescent yellow hair and bright pink 
lipstick. And he looked like a disco ball had fallen on him. Disgusting. What the hell was music turning into today? 
| walk back up to the bar and ordered a pint this time. 


"You guys played pretty well" said the guy sitting next to me at the bar. | turned to look. Man, he was fucking 
talll He had to be at least b'3. He had a long red and black leather trench coat on, even though the night was 
warm, and his blonde hair had blue streaks in it. Interesting. He had a Sex Pistols shirt on and a lot of chained 


bracelets. A couple of them had padlocks on them. 


"Oh, thanks, man. | think we sucked" | said casually, signaling the bartender. The guy puffed on his cigarette and 
turned to me, extending his hand. 


"Nah. I've been in enough bands to know you didn't suck, trust me. I'm Duff, by the way. | play bass in a punk 
band around here." He had a warm but laid-back smile. Definitely didn't seem like someone born and raised in 
LA. 

"Izzy." | took his hand. "You're not from around here, are you?" Duff looked embarrassed. 


"Is it that obvious?" He asked, concerned. Shit, | probably just upset the guy. Good one, Izzy. 


"No, no. | just thought..the way you look and stuff. Not that you look bad. If it makes you feel better, I'm not 


from around here either." | shrugged, sipping my beer. 
"Yeah? Where are you from?" 


"Indiana." | said with a shudder. Even talking about Indiana made my skin crawl. Duff smiled again. This guy was 


pretty cheery considering he was a punk-rocker. 


"Nice. I'm from Seattle. Music scene was a little stale, so | came here instead. Much livelier around here. Trust 


me." He dragged on his cigarette again 


"You look like a bass player,” | mumbled, still sulking. 


"Well.. | own a bass," he shrugged with a lopsided grin. "I can play it too." | laughed that time. He seemed like a 
good guy, easy-going. | liked that. 


The next band came on | glanced causally at the stage and did a double-take. The guitarist had shiny black hair. 
He looked like me. He wore a tie-up shirt, tight jeans and a black cop hat. Holy shit! H's that Tracii guy, Chris's 
friend. Shit, the guy could really play guitar, Chris wasn't kidding. He made it look so effortless and, well, cool. 
Shame Chris had to work tonight, he'd love any moment to say "Told ya so, motherfucker." And behind the 
mic--holy shit--my breath hitched, causing Duff to give me a strange look--- 


Axl. In tight jeans, a denim vest, a Hanoi Rocks shirt and flaming red hair teased way up to the ceiling. It was 


him, there was no mistake. 

He owned that motherfucking stage and no one could take it away from him. Not Tracii, not anyone. He belted 
and screamed and his voice was low like a cello and high like a banshee. Holy fuck. He was rough and ragged, 
but every eye was on him. | swallowed hard and fought to regain my composure. | struggled to look anywhere 
but at him. It was a futile effort. 

But something about him didn't look right. It seemed like he was struggling hard to get the notes out. He 
couldn't sustain them the way he normally does. He sounded.breathy, like he couldn't get enough air. Even his 
energy level was somehow lacking. He almost looked like he was in pain. But from what? What was wrong? 
They ended their set to thunderous applause. Tracii soaked it in, waving and grinning like the cat that got the 
canary, pushing his wisps of hair out of his face. But Axl left immediately, without so much as a word. My 
heart sank down into my stomach. 


| swallow my unhappiness as Tracii approached me. How the fuck did he know | was here? 


"Hey, Stradlin. Good to see you out and about" Tracii said with a nod. He really was like night and day. | nodded 
back and buried my lips in my beer. "Chris not with you?" 


"Working." | said after a long swallow. | really didn't feel like chatting and | wanted him to know that: 
Too bad he felt like it: 
"What'd ya think?" He asked, like a dog expecting praise. Before | could dodge the question, Duff stepped in. 


"I think you guys were awesome. Seriously. Best act of the night” Duff said, lighting a cigarette. ‘Best act of 
the night? Gee, thanks Duff. "You can really shred, man." 


"Thanks!" said Tracii confidently. 


"And your fucking singer.holy shit! Guy could fuck a corpse back to life with his voice!" Duff said in awe. 


"He wasn't even at his best," | sighed and fiddled with a coaster. Tracii and Duff stared. They both looked 


puzzled. 
"Huh?" Tracii said, confused. | looked at Tracii challengingly. 
"He's your singer, can't you even tell when something's wrong?" | spat. | could feel my blood pressure rising. 


"Oh! You gotta chill, dude. Yeah, he's not feeling well. Hasn't been for a few days." Tracii said thoughtfully. "Felt 


like he was running a fever earlier." 
"And you let him sing like that?" | said darkly. Tracii blinked. 


"Hey, it wasn't my idea. He kept telling me he was fine every time | asked. I'm his bandmate, not his mom." 


Tracii shrugged. But he did look slightly worried. 


"And you're a sorry ass bandmate! You shouldn't have made him!" | stood up, slamming my glass down on the 
bar so hard it cracked. Tracii looked shocked 


"Whoa whoa whoa. What's your problem, Izzy? I've been trying to tell him to go to the doctor. What else can | 
do? The guys stubborn | didn't make him do anything he didn't want to do. What's the deal?" Tracii said, hands 
on his hips. He made it quite clear that he wasn't backing down either. But | was ready to pop him one and 
watch blood run down his neck. 

"You don't deserve to have him as your singer, you--" 


Izzy?" A familiar voice said uncertainty. | whipped around. 


Tall, blonde and very Spike stood over me with an eyebrow raised. He was sporting an earring, a Rolling Stones 
shirt and black jeans. | stared. 


"Spike? What are you doing here, its a school night. Don't you have to study?" 


"Er--it's finals week. | am allowed to go out. At least, | think so." Spike said. | turned back to Tracii, but he was 


nowhere to be found Goddammit. 
"Why did you stop me?" | asked irritably. Spike put his hands on his hips. 
"Because," Spike sighed, running a hand through his hair, "you would've been thrown out and possibly arrested. 


And coming from someone who's almost been arrested for assault before, it's not fun" | sighed huffily. 


"Look.why don't | buy you a drink and you can tell me what the hell you were so bent out of shape about" | 


clambered back onto my barstool. Duff was staring. Spike sat on my other side. | gruffly introduced the two. 
"So, what's the problem?" Spike asked over his Guinness. | sipped my vodka and cranberry before answering. 


"The problem is fucking Tracii! He fucking let Axl perform when he was sick! He doesn't care what it might do 
to him! He doesn't deserve to be in the same band with him!" | spat. Spike drank. 


"Hmmm, he did mention he had a sore throat when | last saw him. | didn't think anything of it. Perhaps | should 
have taken a look at him." He said thoughtfully. 


"You didn't think anything of it?" | look at him in disbelief. Fuck, was | the only person on this Earth that cared 
about Axl? Spike stared 


‘Izzy, need | remind you how often | have seen Axl versus how often you have in the past week? I'm not going 
to pin the guy down and examine him when he doesn't want it. | asked him multiple times. He insisted he was 
fine. Even if | worked in a doctor's office | couldn't force him to take medical treatment. It is illegal.” Spike said 


with a touch of heat. 


"Fuck legal! Axl doesn't ever want help, he thinks he deserves every bad thing that happens to him. You should 
have tried harder." | said angrily. Danger flashed in Spike's eyes. 


"How would you like it if | pinned you to the floor right now and stuck something down your throat without 
your consent? Izzy, you are not the only one who cares about him. I've looked after him for the past few 


weeks, I'll have you know." Spike said warningly. 
| narrowed my eyes at him, "I just bet you have. You fucked him, didn't you?" 


What the fuck is your problem?" Spike hissed at me. Another band was setting up on stage. "I don't know what 
your deal is with that kid, but don't you fucking dare take it out on mel” 


"| can't believe you fucked him," | shake my head and it feels like my entire world crumbles around my ankles 
like chalk. How could Spike fuck him? It shouldn't have been Spike that introduced Axl to that sort of thing. | 
know how Spike doesn't even have to try to get in your pants, he just does. Oh God why Axl? I'm such a 
fucking idiot. I'm too late. | could feel his eyes on me. | felt a hand on my back 


"Izzy? What's wrong?" | heard Spike ask He sounded worried. 

"What's wrong?" | shrug his hand off me. "You don't understand Axl. You don't know how devoted to someone 
he would have to be to--." | swallowed. Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck | knew what this meant.| had no chance. No 
chance. | blew it with Axl. He had Spike now. He didn't want me... 


"Izzy, what are you saying?" Spike asked, brows furrowed. 


‘lm talking about Axl! You don't know what kind of life he's had! Goddamnit Spike.why? Why did you do that?! 
Now | can't." | drove my fist down on top of the bar. Pain vibrated through every bone in my hand. | made to 
bring it down again, but Spike grabbed it before | could. | stared at him hopelessly. 


‘Izzy, listen to me. Yes, we slept together, but it meant absolutely nothing. Axl was the one who initiated it, but 
not because he felt anything romantic for me. He was lonely and thought it was what he wanted, but it wasn't. 
| saw him staring at a picture of you and crying. | broke things off with him weeks ago. We were never in any 
kind of relationship at all. Not even what you and | had" Spike said, a pale pink flushing into his cheeks in the 
dim light. 


"You think that makes it any easier for me?" | asked as tears threatened to come to my eyes. "It wasn't 


supposed to be you.." Spike sighed. 


"No..it shouldn't have. | was selfish for that. But he couldn't stop thinking about you, Izzy. The entire time and 
every day since you two fought. | don't have any feelings for him in that way, and he doesn't have any for 


me." Spike said. "Sex and making love are not the same thing, by any means." 


"So you just have random meaningless sex with him?! You can't do that shit to him!" | cried. He just doesn't 
understand. Axl has to have trust first and foremost. If he opened up like that to Spike it wasn't under the 
impression that it would be a one night stand. Now he's gonna feel worthless and unwanted. "He deserves more 


than a meaningless one night stand Spike." Spike blinked. 


"My intimacy with you wasn't meaningless, was It? | really hope not. It wasn't meaningless to me, Izzy." Spike 
said, looking me square in the eye. 


"That was completely different. I'm not Axl. | never had any expectations. Axl isn't like that, he doesn't do 
anything lightly. How can | go to him now and tell him that | fucking love him? You have already put stars in 


his eyes and | can't compete with that" | stared into the melting ice cubes in my gluualltTass. Spike leaned in. 


"You're the one putting stars in his eyes, Izzy. Not me. Wake up. He's infatuated with you. Swallow your pride 
and go fucking talk to him." Spike said firmly. 


A lonely teardrop rolls down my cheek. "What if it's too late?" 


‘Its never too late. | thought you liked Def Leppard, Izzy." | closed my eyes. | felt two hands on either side of 


my face. Three whispered words against my lips. 


"Go get him" 


Enter Slash 
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"Ok, I'm bored. We're going out." Tracii said through my open window. | looked up from the LA Weekly | was 
reading. The fact that he came up to to my bedroom window didn't shock me at all. It was a very Tracii thing 


to do. | looked over from my bed. 


‘lm sorry you're bored. What's this "we" stuff?" | asked wearily. The last thing | felt like doing was getting up 
from this bed. | felt so awful. Everything ached, my throat most of all. | could feel my heartbeat in my throat. 


‘| want you to go with me." Tracii shrugged, resting his arms on the window. | sighed, brushing my hair out of 


my face. My wrists ached, like I'd extended them too far. 


"Tracii.l hate to burst your bubble, but | really don't fucking feel good. | really want to just lie down tonight." | 
said, exasperated. Tracii climbed through the window and landed on all fours like a cat. He sat on the bed next 


to me. 


"You still don't feel well?" Tracii asked, looking me over. | shook my head. He felt my forehead and cheeks. 


"You're definitely running a fever Hmmm..we don't have to go out. | could sit here and take care of you?" 
| flushed. 
"Tracii, that's really not necessary.." | mumbled, looking at the bedcovers next to me. 


"Well, you don't want to go out and | don't mind." said Tracii. He left the bedroom and | heard him in the 
kitchen. He came back with a full glass of water and handed it to me. "Here. Drink. 


"Tracii, I'm really not thirsty--" | began, 


"No buts. Drink it. You need to keep your fluids up." Tracii said, folding his arms. | forced myself to drink it and 
handed him back the empty glass. It felt like | had glass in my throat, it hurt so bad. | couldn't keep it out of 
my face. "Throat hurt?" 


"Yeah.." | said softly. | felt terrible. Even sleeping wouldn't help. | wished | hadn't drank the water because now 

my stomach hurt, in addition to all the other aches and pains | was feeling all over my body. Hell, blinking hurt. 
| hated being sick. It always hit me like a train and took me forever to feel better. | closed my eyes. Maybe it 
would help my headache. Tracii stroked my hair out of my face gently. 


‘lm going to get you a cloth for your head" | heard him say. | swear he could fucking read minds. Cold, damp 
fabric touched my forehead. "You want me to make you something to eat?" 


"No fucking way.."! said, dreading the thought of having to swallow anymore than was absolutely necessary, and 
eating wasn't necessary to me. | reached up to scratch my nose and my wrist throbbed. God Fucking Dammit. 
Tracii took my hand gently and started rubbing my wrist. His hands were warm and surprisingly gentle. My 
face burned a little and | felt my pulse pick up. 


"Your wrist is swollen.did you injure it?" Tracii asked, examining it while he massaged it. 


"Not that | recall" | said. If I'd injured it, | definitely would have remembered, even with the fog I'd been in for 
the past two weeks. Tracii looked at my other wrist. 


"This one is too." He remarked, looking at both of them. "Huh. | guess if you have an infection, your joints can 


swell He finished. "Would you like me to run you a bath?" 


"No..." | said, flushing. This was getting borderline uncomfortable. On one hand | wasn't a very compliant patient, 


but on the other this was all really unnecessary. 

"Or maybe you need a sponge bath since you can't get out of bed" Tracii quipped smartly. 

"Ok, let's go out after all" | piped up hastily, my face burning hot. | sat up quickly before he could try anything. 
Suddenly, | felt my heart skip a couple beats. It felt like id been smacked in the chest. Sharp stabbing pains 
followed it. It took my breath away, | was so stunned. It was hard to breathe for a moment. | put a hand on 
my chest. 


"Ax? You Ok?" Tracii asked, concerned. | looked up. He was standing above me. 


"It feels like my heart just skipped" | breathed, still very unnerved. What the fuck was that? Tracii's brows 


furrowed. 


"What do you mean?" Tracii asked. | was nervous, like | was expecting someone to come bursting through the 
door at any minute. 


"Like, it skipped a couple beats. And my chest hurts." | said, shaking a little. This was scary. Tracii put an arm 
around me. | grabbed his hand and put it over my heart. "Do you feel it?" Tracii looked puzzled. 


| don't feel anything that doesn't feel normal.” Tracii shrugged. "Maybe you just sat up too fast." | nodded, 
trying to shake it off. "Come on, I'll do your makeup." 
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Mascara was so itchy. | hated wearing the stuff, but Tracii kept chiding at me, saying | looked good with it and 


to stop moving so he wouldn't poke me in the eye. He was right next to me, wearing more lip gloss than half 


the girls in this bar. | guess it looked good on him? I've never been one for guys wearing makeup. 


Tracii led me to a table near the back of the bar. It was crowded in here tonight. Some punk rockers were 
tearing up the stage, decked out in ripped jeans, safety pins and colored hair. They were ok, | guess, the 
drummer was pretty decent. We settled into the booth, and Tracii ran off to get me a drink; even though he 
was underage, someone wasn't checking. | was beginning to second-guess going out; | was feeling cold and 
sweaty and my body just ached. My throat was on fire. | glanced at the stage, where the next band was 
starting. A bunch of girls. Figures. | glanced over them.second time. And did a double-take. 


Izzy. Holy fuck, Izzy? | rubbed my eyes so hard | probably smeared my mascara. 


There he was. His inky black waves shone in the orange light of the stage, and the thin pink scarf wrapped 
around his forehead shimmered. A silver hoop gleamed in his ear. He had on a flowy white shirt and black vest, 
and a pair of tight black jeans. He looked like a gypsy... | felt breathless. His fingers glided up and down the 
fretboard of his bass on fluid motions, like 

playing came as effortlessly as breathing. 


The band finished their set and | came back to Earth with a bump. The band left the stage. | scanned the 
crowd for Izzy for what felt like an hour..but | didn't see him. My heart sank. Izzy... 


Something solid just slammed into me. It smelled like alcohol and cigarettes. Ow.| rubbed my head. | heard a 
giggle. 

"Steven, shit--my bad.." | heard a slurred voice say next to me. He brushed his massive curly hair out of his 
face. He squinted at me. | glared. "Oh, fuck. You're not Steven. Haha sorry," He smiled widely. This guy was 
shitfaced. 


"Its fine." | said in a low voice. | really wanted to go home now, my head was swimming. The guy leaned into me. 


"l'm a little drunk, I'm sorry." He giggled. | could barely see his eyes behind his mop. | thought my hair was a 
mess. "I'm Slash, by the way." 


"Axl." | murmured. | didn't like anyone | didn't know sitting they close to me. My chest hurt so badly..where the 


fuck was Tracii? 


"Aren't you a singer or something?" Slash asked, fumbling to light a cigarette. "You play with Tracii. We went to 
high school together." He hiccupped. "Did you know that?" 


"No.." | said. 


"Axl, | brought you a gin and tonic. Oh--well if it isn't Saul Hudson. Nice to see you." Tracii said stiffly. Guess it 


wasn't so nice after all. 


"Haha--hey Tracii. | meant to tell you. caught your show the other night. Your singer here was amazing. Your 
playing was sloppy though." He sniggered, leaning over onto me. It took every ounce of strength | had in my 
entire body to prevent Tracii from leaping across the table at the guy. He turned to me. 


"Axl, yeah? You have a lot of talent. When you want to jam with a real guitarist, let me know." He drawled, 
scribbling something drunkenly on a napkin and handing it to me. It was a messy phone number. Tracii yanked 


me up. 


"We're leaving.” Tracii spat, dragging me towards the door and out into the pleasant night air. Christ, | was hot. 
Thank God for that Slash kid; now | can go home and get some rest. Tracii led me down the alley without a 
word, but | could practically see the steam coming out of his ears and feel the vice grip he had on my wrist. 


Apparently he and Slash didn't get along. Who knew? 


"Tracii, slow down" | panted. My skin felt clammy. Christ..the ache in my chest had escalated to a throb. Tracii 
released me. | leaned against a wall trying to catch my breath. It wouldn't come. | started coughing into my 
hand, each one ripping my throat apart. My eyes watered, it was that painful. | thought | tasted blood, but | 


wasn't sure. My head swam and | felt weak. Fuck.. 


| could feel a soft hand on my back between my shoulder blades. Another hand was wiping the sweat off of 


my forehead. When | stopped hacking, Tracii's concerned face swam into view right front of me. 


"Are you Ok?" He whispered softly. His anger had gone. | nodded slowly. We both knew | was lying. He wrapped 


an arm around my waist. "Let's get you home and to bed. l'm sorry." 


| didn't know what he was sorry for but he sounded like he meant it. 


Complicated 


Author's Notes: 
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Duff really was a great player. | went out to see him and his band play and they were really good. He reminded 
me of a blonde Sid Vicious, especially with the padlock thing going on. His hair was red and black streaked today, 
blending with his blonde. He was a lot taller than the rest of them, he towered over them on stage. Damn | 


wouldn't want to be that tall. 


| pounded my Jack and Coke. | didn't really want it as much as | thought | did. | wasn't even in the mood to be 
here tonight. But | wanted to come for Duff. He'd been trying to get me to come see his band for days, | 
guess | should be a good friend and oblige. He'd been coming over every other day to jam with me ever since 
he found out | lived across the street from him. His apartment was nicer than mine, less messy. His 
roommate, Alec, was a grocery store clerk by day and a John Lennon-channeler by night. Hanging with them 
was better than jamming in London, by a lot. Nadir was a fucking diva. Worse than Madonna. All he kept going 


on about was how hot Tracii Guns was. Ugh. 


Duff finished his set and flopped on the barstool next to me, sweating but pumped. His smile was infectious; or 


it would have been if | wasn't so miserable. 


"Hey, you did make it!" Duff grinned, brushing sweat out if his hair. He signaled the bartender for a shot, even 
though we knew full well he was underage. No one here checks. | polished my third drink and was thinking about 


my next. 


"Yeah. Figured I'd come watch you. You guys were good" | said, trying to be cordial. | felt like sliding off my 


stool into a puddle. Fuck me. 


“Thanks. | think Dan should have been sober before getting behind his guitar, but Steve didn't mind. Or if he did, 
he didn't say anything." Duff knocked his shot back. "Why the long face?" 


"Eh.it's nothing. Trust me." | mumbled into my new drink. But | could feel Duff still watching me. His bracelets 
clinked together when he brushed hair out of his face. We were silent. 


‘Shot of tequila" | heard a familiar voice say next to me. | turned so fast | almost fell off my stool. And there 
stood Tracii Guns, decked in skinny black jeans, black lace shirt, pearls and a cop hat. He was so focused on the 
bartender who wasn't supposed to be serving him but was anyway that he didn't see me sitting there. Some 


weird feeling | had made me call out to him. 


"Hey, Tracii" Tracii turned to look and saw me. 


"Oh, hey, Izzy. | didn't see you there. How are you?" Tracii took his drink and downed half of it in one go, doing 
his part for the destruction of America. | shrugged. 


"Ok, | guess. Came to see my friend" | gestured to Duff, who casually waved. "How are you?" 

"Fine. Can't complain too much." He sat down next to me. His hair shone in the dim light. Christ, he was pretty. | 
felt unattractive. "Rehearsals are pretty good. Axl's doing a great job. He's really talented" He lights a cigarette. 
"He's really sweet. And pretty." 


Somewhere underneath that sentence was genuine sincerity. But | missed every little ounce of it. | could feel 


my blood pressure rising. 


"Oh, you think so, do you?" | said heatedly. I'm surprised the ice cubes in my glass didn't melt from the heat | 


was radiating. Tracii blinked, looking surprised. 

"Uh..Yes? Everything ok, Izzy?" Tracii asked. 

"Yes. Everything is grand. It's a wonderful life. You get to hang around with my best friend and fawn over him, 
and | get to play with Nadir D' Priest and his band of transvestites. What an amazing fucking life | have!" | 
spat, finishing my drink and slamming the glass down on top of the counter. Its a miracle it didn't break. Tracii 


stared with wide eyes. 


"Whoa, man, take it easy! What's your problem?" Tracii asked, almost dumbfounded. | turned to him slowly. | 
could feel Duff looking at me, probably trying to decide whether to intervene or not. 


"My ‘problem’ is you. | don't think you actually care about Axl at all. You just want to fuck him, like he's some 
casual whore you pick up on the Strip. He's a delicate person and you're toying with his feelings! You want him 
for yourself!" | hissed. 


‘Izzy, are you on fucking drugs?" Tracii said, completely bewildered. "Where the hell is this coming from?" 


"| can't believe | didn't see exactly how much of a player you are. Wow. You have got to be one of the lowest 


human beings I've ever met." | said, disgusted. 
‘Izzy, stop, let's just go--" | heard Duff say. But it was far too late for that. 


"| don't know what the hell crawled up your ass and died, but don't you dare take it out on mel | haven't done 


anything to youl" Tracii said, standing his ground. 


"You've done everything!" | snapped, jumping off my stool. Tracii mirrored me. "You have him wrapped around 


your finger! You made him sing when you knew he wasn't feeling welll That should never have happened!” 


"He did it on his own! I'm the one who tried to stop him! He wouldn't listen to me!" Tracii protested. 

"You should have made him listen!" | wanted to make that pretty nose bleed. This was all his fault! 

"Look, whatever happened between you and him was obviously on you---!" 

| completely missed the rest. All | could see was red | didn't even realize Tracii was on the ground until my 
hand started to sting. He was staring up at me with this dumbfounded expression on his face. His cheek was 
starting to bruise. 

"We're leaving." Duff said quickly in my ear, throwing a bill onto the bar and dragging me away by my shirt 
collar. He didn't let go of me until we were two blocks away and in the cover of a dark alleyway. He whipped 


around. 


"What the everloving fuck is your problem?" Duff asked incredulously like he was looking at an alien. | tried to 


ignore the sharp pains in my middle two knuckles. Ouch. 


"Get off mel" | hissed, shrugging his hand off my arm. He stared. | breathed again, trying to compose myself. 
"Nothing. There's no problem." 


"Oh, no problem, huh? Then why in God's name did you just lay out Tracii Guns?" Duff said, hands on hips. 


"Because he's a moron who is more concerned with showing off than how sick his singer is." | shrugged. Christ, 


my hand hurt. Duff stared 
"But it's his band and his business Izzy. Why does that bother you so much?" | swallowed. Do | tell him? 
"| know Axl ok. | grew up with the guy. We were friends." | said hastily, my face getting hot. Duff blinked. 
"Er.wait, Axl? Axl Rose? That's who you're talking about?" Duff said, ruffling his hair. 

"How many other Axls do you know?" 


“Actually, my brother's got a buddy named Axel who's a mechanic, but.fuck it! That's your friend?" Duff 


asked, eyebrows raised. 


"You know Axl?" 


"Well, only by face and name. I've seen the guy perform, but never stopped to chat. Anyway..cut to the chase’ 
said Duff. 


"Axl is stubborn and pig-headed and sometimes he needs someone else to be his voice of reason. And Tracii 


should have known that." | insisted angrily. 


‘Izzy, | get that, but it sounds like you've known Axl longer than he has. Cut the guy somewhat of a break, 
yeah?" Duff rubbed his face with his hand. We started walking again 


"Well, while I'm cutting him a break, his singer is doing irreparable damage to his voice." | said heatedly. Duff 
sighed. 


| understand that you're angry. Believe me, | get it” He answered. "If that were my friend.well.if you're 


worried about Axl, why not go find him and talk to him?" 


"Because, as | mentioned, he's stubborn and pigheaded. Trust me." | went to scratch my nose, forgetting that 
my hand was tender. "Ow." 


"How is it?" Duff asked. | held it up. He winced. "Yeesh..that doesn't look that great." | examined my swollen 


fingers. | hope | cracked Tracii's cheekbone in two. 

Itll be fine, I'll kill the pain later." 

‘Im gonna pretend | never heard that. I'd get it checked if | were you." | shook my head. 
"Nah, | know a guy." | said. 
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"Christ, | don't even want to know." Spike shook his head as | invited him into my apartment. Duff occupied the 
armchair and they waved lazily at each other and exchanged greetings. 


‘No, you really don't. Can you patch it up?" | said, sitting on my frayed couch. Spike sat on the edge of the 


coffee table opposite me and looked my hand over. He flexed my fingers and | hissed. Ow. 


"Izzy, whatever you did, you did it good. This looks fractured. You should go to the ER and have an X Ray done. 
They'll be of more help than | will” Spike said, looking closely. "Looks like it's one of the knuckles, possibly both 
of them." 


"No. I'm not going to the hospital. | can't afford it and | don't want to do it, Spike. Even if | went, they can't 
treat a fractured knuckle. Can you fix it?" | asked, slightly desperate. And the Idiot Award goes to.. Spike 


stared, eyebrows raised. 
| can tape and splint, but that's really about all. | don't carry plaster, and l'm not really licensed to make a 
cast; I'm a cardiologist, not an orthopedist. And I'm certainly not going to move any fractured bones either. | 


still think you need to go to the hospital.” Spike warned. 


"Spike, just wrap and splint. Please." | said. 


"But Izzy, if it heals wrong you might never play guitar right again. Please listen to what I'm saying, | didn't go 
through five years of medical school for nothing. Bones aren't my speciality, but | do know what I'm talking 
about" Spike said firmly. But | shook my head. 


"I can't do it. Please just do what you can" | said. "Please." Spike sighed heavily, but took out first aid supplies 
from beat-up backpack. 


"You never listen to a word | say." Spike said resignedly. He started cutting tape. "Even when we were together.” 
"Are you a doctor?" Duff asked before | could open my mouth. Spike looked up briefly. 

"Yes. Well. sort of. | graduate in a few months and | will be able to practice medicine on my own after that. So, 
doctor-in-training." said Spike. He took two popsicle sticks and laid my middle two fingers on them. "This is likely 
going to hurt" He pushed them flush. 

"Ow." | hissed. Spike started wrapping the tape. 


"I know | originally said | didn't want to know, but let me guess anyway. You punched someone in the face." Spike 


said, focusing on my fingers. Once again, he knew everything. 

"Worth it" | said hotly. Spike raised an eyebrow. But | ignored it. "I hope | broke his cheekbone." 

"You may have, if you fractured your own fingers." sighed Spike. He cut the last piece of tape. | inspected my 
hand. He did a neat job. "That will help, but its no substitute for proper medical treatment. Or a cast." He 
added. 


"Thanks, Spike. | really appreciate it. Seriously." | said. He hugged me, tighter than a normal hug. Careful of my 
hand, | returned it. 


"Why do you get in so much fucking trouble?" | heard him ask. Believe me, Spike, | wish | knew. But he let go 
and packed up his backpack. 


"Thanks for everything." | said. He kissed me on the cheek with a smile and left. | turned around to find Duff 
staring. "What?" 


"You dated him?" Duff said with wide eyes. 
"Uh, yeah. | guess you could call it that." | shrugged. 
"But..you like Axl." 


‘| never said that!" | flushed. Duff just shook his head. 


"You're the most complicated person I've ever met." 


While Duff was watching TV, | went in the bathroom and shot up. My hand stopped throbbing in minutes. | 


looked in the mirror and remembered what Duff said. 


Izzy "Complicated" Stradlin. The most accurate title of the century. And God Save LA. 


Sayonara (Revisited) 
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"Holy FUCK! What the hell happened to your face?" | gasped at the splotchy blue, green, and purple that made 
up his right cheek 


"Geez, Axl, is it that noticeable?" Tracii said sarcastically, unpacking his guitar. Well, excuse me for living. The 


rest of the band was staring too. "What the hell are you guys looking at? Go tune or something. Damn.” 

| cupped his cheek gently. He winced. "Does it hurt?" | asked, examining it. It looked ugly. 

"Yep. Sure does. Please stop touching it" Tracii said in a pained voice. | made to turn away, but he grabbed my 
wrist and spun me back around. He looked me in the eye, then everywhere else. He was inches from me and 


my heart started to pound. | swallowed nervously. 


"How do you feel?" Tracii murmured. | blushed. Horrible. Awful. Terrible. | had nails in my throat and | felt like | 


was melting. 


"Fine." | said softly, looking at the floor. Tracii led my head up by my chin He stared at me. | could see the gold 


flecks in his brown eyes. 


"You swear?" Tracii said softly, cupping my face. Christ it was hot in here. | nodded, feeling my face burn. He 


leaned in-- 
And tapped my nose with his finger. | blinked. What the hell was that about? 


"That's for being nosy." Tracii said, strapping on his guitar and walking away with a wave and leaving me 


standing there like an idiot. 
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| wish you'd tell me what happened to your face." | said as he packed away his guitar. He sighed and shut the 
lid of the case. 


Ok, if you really want to know, it was Izzy Motherfucking Stradlin. Your friend, if I'm not mistaken. He decided 
he didn't like my face. So he improved it." He lit a cigarette bitterly. "There. Happy?" | stared. 


"Wait.lzzy did that?? | said, dumbfounded. "Izzy doesn't go around hitting people. He's smarter than that.” 


"Smart? He's a fucking junkie!" Tracii spat. "He must have been on some shit last night when he decided to 
fucking deck me out of nowhere. Motherfucking jackass." My blood pressure started rising, and with it went 
the pain in my head and throat. 


"Hey, watch your fucking mouth, he's my friend" | said venomously. Tracii slammed the guitar case on the 


floor. 


"Oh, so now you're going to pick on me too? Fucking really? | haven't done anything to you or him!" Tracii said. 
"Why the hell is everyone picking on me all of the sudden?" 


"Because of your mouth? Just a thought." | said bitterly. "Or your inability to understand the word "no"; 
there's a better thought” Tracii was getting pissed. 


"You weren't even fucking there and you just assume that I'm in the wrong? | thought we were fucking 
friends!" 


"Friends don't bash other people's friends!" 


"If you love him so much, why don't you just go suck his junkie dick then!" | saw red in that very moment. | 
kicked his guitar case over. And pushed him. 


"Fuck you! You know what, | quit! I'm DONE!" | screamed. And in that moment, it felt like I'd torn up the tissues 
in my throat. | almost cried in pain. The pain was unholy. "I'm fucking done, Tracii. Done with you, done with this, 


done. I've had it!" | said angrily. Tracii raised his eyebrows. 

"Are you fucking kidding me? You can't just walk out! What the fuck am | supposed to do?" Tracii snapped. 

Find someone else. l'm sure you know someone who doesn't mind playing second fiddle to youl" | said. 

"Second fiddle? This is my band! | started it, | named it, | picked everyone in it! Including you! You take 
everything so personally. No one else has an issue with me but you. Why do you have such a problem with me 


leading this band?" 


"Because you hog the spotlight, Tracii! It always has to be about you! What about me? What about the rest of 


us? We're your bandmates, throw us a bone once in a while, for once in your--" 


But | started coughing halfway through my sentence. Fuck. It ripped at my lungs and hurt like a bitch. | had to 
sit down in one of the folding chairs. It took forever to pass. | saw a pair of boots right in front of me. My 


eyes streaming, | looked up. Tracii was standing over me. He didn't look pissed anymore, he looked.worried. 


"are you ok?" Tracii asked me, concerned. No, I'm not. | feel like shit and my lungs and throat hurt. | just want 


to go home and lay down under the one shitty blanket | own. Ugh. | felt weak. | felt a gentle hand on my cheek. 


He had soft hands, especially for a guitar player. "You look awful." | cleared my throat. 
lm fine." | said in a scratchy voice, looking away and feeling my face flush. 


‘Oh, bullshit. You've looked horrible for a month. Everyone else noticed too. You ought to go to the doctor." 
Tracii said. He knelt down in front of me and rested his arms on my legs. When | wouldn't look at him, he lifted 
my chin with two of his fingers. "Please go to the doctor. Ok?" 


"Yeah. When | get paid" | mumbled, blushing. My face felt warm. He was still looking at me. 


"You really want to quit?" Tracii asked. | looked him in the eye. He was pretty. Flawless skin, deep eyes, shiny 
hair. | sighed deeply. 


"This isn't working, Tracii] don't think | can do this. This just isn't working." | said. Tracii looked long and hard at 


me. 


"Ok. | get it" said Tracii heavily. "Man.replacing you is gonna be hard. | had my heart set on you for a long 


time..." 


"Listen, we can still be friends. I'd be happy to work with you again in the future. And | don't mind hanging out 
with you. Just don't ask me to buy any alcohol for you." | said. My head was pounding. Tracii nodded. 


"Yeah. You got it" He said, sighing. 


"IF it's all the same to you, l'm just gonna go home. Maybe lay down for a while." | said, standing up. But as 
soon as | did, | knew | made a mistake. Suddenly, | felt really weak and dizzy. The room spun and | swayed a 
little. Tracii rushed forward, and grabbed me so | wouldn't hit the floor. | felt really warm. He looked really 


concerned. 


"Are you alright?!" Tracii asked. | nodded, but | wasn't really sure. "Let me drive you home. | don't want you 
walking home like this. | don't mind. I'd prefer you get home safely and not pass out” He put an arm around my 
waist to steady me, walked me out to his car and helped me get in He slid in himself and started the car. | 
rested my head against the cool glass of the window. Christ, that felt amazing. 


"You really need to go to the doctor." said Tracii after a period of silence. "I'm dead serious. You've been sick 
like this for weeks. It's obvious you need medicine. Antibiotics or something. Otherwise you're gonna end up with 


pneumonia, or worse. That shit kills people, you know." 


He walked me up to my apartment and then | to my bedroom. | collapsed into my bed, sinking into the pillows. 
My joints hurt, my head and throat pounded and my stomach was sore. Everything just fucking hurt. And | 


felt drained, like all the energy had just been sucked out of me. Tracii surveyed me. 


"Are you going to be ok?" Tracii asked me genuinely. | pushed my hair out of my sweaty face. 
"Yeah. I'll be fine, Tracii. Don't worry about me. I'll just take some Tylenol." 
Tracii stared and knew | was lying. But he shrugged and left anyway, hitting the light on his way out. 


| sighed and shut my eyes. What a fucking day. 


So Long and Goodnight 
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"You're really gonna leave?" | asked, hovering in the doorway and bitterly wishing the clothes he was throwing 
onto his bed were for the laundry, not his bags. 


"Yeah. Buddy of mine has a decent little apartment in Manhattan, Place is ok, no roaches or weird neighbors, so 
that's a plus." Chris said, leaning over one of his suitcases. It looked like one he owned and not his parents. That 


was something new. "Not a bad first start" 


"| guess not" | admitted heavily. Chris stared at me for a minute, then continued packing his stuff. Jeans went 


in, then shoes, then underwear. Man this sucks. 


"Sure you don't want to come too? l'm sure Nick won't mind. He's an easy going guy, takes art classes by day 
and a tattooing apprenticeship at night. New York isn't so bad. It's like LA, really." Chris asked, shutting one 
suitcase. | shook my head. 


"Nah, man. | can't leave LA. | already went across country once, and that was a pain in the ass. | can't do it 
again Especially since | have no job so as it is. But thanks. | appreciate the offer." | said cordially. Chris reached 


for his small collection of rock magazines. 


"No problem. You're a good friend, thought I'd offer." He shrugged, dumping them unceremoniously into a green 


duffel bag. This guy had a lot of shit. 


"At least I'm a better friend than Axl was." | mumbled bitterly. As soon as I'd said it, | wondered why | had. His 


name was sour as it left my mouth. Chris raised an eyebrow. 
"What made you bring him up?" 


"N--nothing, | just thought | was a better friend to you than he was. | mean.He just up and fired you for no 
reason. Then he didn't tell me about it yet!" | found myself getting really heated. Smoke was rising up my face, 
and | was gonna fucking blow soon In just five seconds, | went from cool and collected to angry and bitter. Wow. 


All because of him. 


"Oh, that? Shit, I'm over that, dude. | was over it after four hours." said Chris carelessly, flipping through an 
old LA Weekly ad. "You want this?" | shook my head. He balled it up and tossed it into the trash can. "I mean, 
yeah, it was a dirty thing to do, but | get why he did it" | gaped at him. 


"You do?!" 
"Yeah, sure | do." Chris said, sitting on his suitcase to make it shut. | couldn't believe what | was hearing. 


"Well then, maybe you can explain it to me, because | can't understand who or why anyone would do a shitty 


thing like firing your bandmate for no goddamn reason!" 
"Simple, Izzy. He was jealous." Chris said, spelling it out. What. The. Fuck? 


"Jealous?! Jealous of what? What the fuck does he have to be jealous of?" | squawked like an angry raven 


Chris stared. 
"You really don't know?" He said, puzzled. | stared. What was he getting at? 
"Uh..no. Enlighten me." 


"Because | took you away from him. He was jealous of you. Especially becouse you and | have been spending a 
lot of free time together. He wanted you, but didn't want to seem desperate. He fired me because he was 
jealous. And out of spite, a little. He was upset because he wanted you to chase him. But he didn't want you to 
know that that's what he wanted. Make sense now?" 


"Uh, no." | said, ruffling my hair. Psychology definitely wasn't my thing. Chris rolled his eyes and huffed. 


"lz, stop being so thick-headed, Ok? Think about it. You're Axls only friend---and l'm not counting Spike," he 
added when he saw me open my mouth. "Spike doesn’t count. | see him more as a friend with benefits anyway. 
| mean, real friendship. Childhood friendship. He's only known Spike a little bit, same as you. You and Axl have 
known each other for fucking years, man. You got him through high school. I'm sure he'd have put a bullet in 
his head without you. | would have, if | were him. You saved his life. That's how he sees you. And when he 
hears that you're hanging out with me instead of proving to him that he means as much to you as you do to 
him.he feels replaced. So he fired his replacement to stick it to you and get your attention. Same thing most 
kids do to get their parents’ attention. Pretty simple, actually.’ 


"That's so unbelievably childish, it isn't even funny." | scoffed, brushing my hair out of my face. Chris laughed, 
folding his sweatshirt. "What the hell's so funny now?" 


"Izzy, it obviously worked. He was trying to get your attention and it worked, otherwise you and | wouldn't be 
here talking about it. Because, let's face it, we both know you didn't come over here to help me pack" | 
stammered. He chuckled. "It's ok, man, I'm not offended, | swear. | just think you're both being ridiculous. He 
needs to open his eyes and tell you he needs you and you need to swallow your pride and tell him you need 


him too. Clear as crystal. | don't know why this is so hard for both of you. You're being idiots." 


"I am not!" | said indignantly. 


"You are so! Both of you are. You need to sit down together and talk this all out. Because you need him and he 
needs you. | usually don't believe in this kind of shit, but you two--i don't know--belong together. First time 
I've ever said anything like that. Probably the last too. If you don't do it, like | said a while ago, someone else 


will get there, and you'll lose him." 


"But he had Spike." | mumbled to the floor. And my heart got heavy. "He was a great guy..good for him. How 
can | top that?" 


"You really thought he was with Spike because he loved him?" | looked up at him. "If that's what you think, 

Izzy, | think you need your eyes and head examined. Anyone can see that wasn't a relationship. Axl was lonely 
and Spike is an affectionate person Or, that's what it sounds like. Axl was looking for someone to hold him and 
Spike was looking for someone to hold. He means no harm, its just how the guy is. | don't know Spike that well 


and | can tell. You've known Axl for seven years, and Spike for two. Open your eyes, lz. You're missing a lot." 
| blinked. "Holy fuck--" 


"Like | said, he needs you. He loves you. And you love him. I've seen the way you look at him, and talk to him. 
You love everything about him, every little thing. l'm not wrong. How do you feel about him? | know how you 


do, but | need you to hear yourself say it" 


| faltered, and suddenly my face got really hot and red. Chris looked at me intently from under his blonde 
fringe. 


"l--l like the way--" 


"Change your words, Izzy." Chris said sternly. | swallowed hard. It felt like there was a huge wad of gum stuck 


in my throat. 


"| love everything about him!" | blurted out. "I love the color of his hair and how shiny it is in the sun | love 
the dusting of freckles he has across his nose and cheeks that you can only see if you get really close to him. 
| love the way he laughs when something is really funny. | love how he holds his fork and keeps his elbows off 
the table when he's eating. | love his amazing singing voice and the way he breathes and the fact that he's 
sensitive and will still beat your ass if you piss him off. | fucking love him and | need him! | need him like | need 
water and air! He's in my head, in my heart, and in my blood! | can't even breathe without him! | fucking love 
him and I'm IN love with him and | need him Goddammit!" | yelled to nothing. It took me a few seconds to 
realize what I'd just said and how loud I'd said it. And the fact that | was crying. | stared slowly up at Chris, 
tears falling down my face. He was holding out a tissue and smiling with satisfaction | took it with a shaking 


hand. 


"Bingo." Chris said warmly. | dabbed my face. Since when do | cry? "That wasn't so bad, was it?" | chuckled with 
a watery smile, wiping my eyes again. "Now, you're gonna tell him, right? Because | can't be the voice of reason 
anymore. You're gonna have to do that on your own. | can write letters once | get settled in and call, assuming 


our long distance phone bill doesn't go through the roof. But it's up to you now, Izzy. The ball's in your court. 


Do the right thing for you." | threw the tissue away. 
"Ok" | said, sniffling a little. "I will. I'll tell him--for real this time." 


"Good." He closed the lid on his last suitcase and checked his watch. "My bus leaves in about an hour and 
goodbyes make me crazy, so--" He hugged me tightly. "Take care, you." | hugged him back. 


"Take care, man I'll miss you. Write and call every once in a while, Ok?" 


"I will, once | get settled" He picked up his bags. | made to leave. "Oh, by the way--" | stopped in the doorway. 
"My friend Jess works with Axl. He gets off work in about a half hour. If you leave now, you can catch him on 
his way home. You may even be able to catch him at work right before he leaves. | suggest you leave now." | 


smiled. My heart fluttered. 


"Yeah, | think | will" | said. | left his house for the last time. | turned the corner and headed for the Strip. Here 


we go---for real this time. 


Rescue Me 


Author's Notes: 


| feel horrible. I've never felt so sick in my whole life, including the time | had food poisoning. Even scarlet 
fever didn't feel this bad. My throat was on fire, | couldn't swallow, my chest hurt and | knew | was running a 
fever because | kept going from sweating to freezing. | kept taking off my sweatshirt only to put it back on 
fifteen minutes later. | didn't feel like eating and swallowing hurt, so I'd barely eaten in three days. | had no 
energy to do inventory like | was supposed to be doing. Mike the new kid was supposed to be learning from me 


and l'm moving at 2 miles an hour. And the general manager was in Hawaii. Great. 


"You ok there, Axl?" | heard Jess ask me over the next aisle wall as she out away last night's returns. All | 


could see of her was the top of her violet head. She's great, | love her. 
"Yeah..I'II live" | mumbled, counting tape boxes. | could still feel her watching me. 


"You look awful. can't believe you're still sick. This is going on a month. | don't think even the flu even lasts 


that long." She remarked, leaning over the shelf to look at me. "And you didn't go to the doctor yet?" 


‘lm broke." | said, flushing. Not something | liked everyone knowing. "I have to pay rent and | have no insurance. 


Lucky | can keep the water on" She frowned. 


"| mean, if you're strapped, | can give you the money to go to the doctor." Jess said, leaning on the shelf. Even 


Mike stopped putting stuff away. | shook my head. Ow, that hurt.. 


"Nah..we get paid Friday, I'll be ok until then" | said hoping it was true. | went back to writing like | was 
supposed to be doing. But even holding a pen took massive amounts of energy, and hurt like a bitch. | wiped my 
damp fringe out of my face. | could feel Jess's eyes still on me. And Mike the New Kid was probably watching 


me too. 


"How much do you have left to do?" Jess said, walking into my aisle now. | unceremoniously gestured to the 


entire aisle. We were only a shelf in She looked at me and folded her arms. | was in for it now. 


"Ok, look. | like you. You're a breath of fresh air from Sean and his bimbo. Plus you actually do shit. But now 
l'm going to exercise my managerial power. Axl, please..go home. Please. You're sick. You've BEEN sick. | can 
finish this up. I'll even take the rap for it. But you really need to go home. Not only are you sick and obviously 
miserable.| don't want to get sick, and Sean would probably bitch if he had to smoke bomb the place, you know 


how he is. Love you, mean it. Now please..clock out, and go home." | sighed. 


"Ok, ok.t'Il go.let me just clock out. If | get some rest tonight | should feel better tomorrow." | mumbled. 


"Don't even go clock out. I'll go do it. Just get your stuff and go hore. I'll tell Sean | did it. Let him fire me, | 
make more money bartending anyway. Just go home and go to the doctor tomorrow. | mean it" | nodded and 


waved. | grabbed my jacket and shuffled out the door like a zombie. 


God | really did feel horrible. | think | may have let this go for too long. Crazy, | know. Still, | get paid tomorrow. 
Maybe | can go to the doctor in the morning. Part of me was tempted to just go to Spike and see if he could 
give me anything: advice, medicine, water... all would be pretty helpful. | shouldn't have done this to myself. | 


basically sat there and lied to everyone who cared. And lzzy-- 


| stopped. My chest hurt and breathing was getting harder. It felt like | had railroad spikes in my lungs and 
millions of needles in my heart. Panting, | sat down in the park on the edge of the fountain. The same fountain 


where Spike and | had talked about life must be few months ago, when everything was less complicated. 


What was Izzy doing? Was he ok? Did he ever..miss me? And why did he hit Tracii? What had Tracii said or 
done that made Izzy hit him? Izzy didn’t just go around smacking people across the face because he felt like it. 
There had to have been a reason. Maybe he insulted his playing. Even | had to admit, London wasn't much of a 
band. Izzy had been the best one up there. The rest of them were nothing special. He just fucking lit up the 
stage with his playing, he was flawless, smooth and deliberate. He was such an amazing musician.And | let him 
slip away. God, l'm such a fucking idiot. | sighed. | really hated myself. But fuck it, | can't stay here all night. | 
should get going home again. Maybe attempt to eat something. 


| stood up and it hit me. It was like the floor tilted under my feet. My head spun and | suddenly felt dizzy. My 
vision was becoming hazy. | blew out my breath and reached out to grab a light pole, my hands trembling and 


sweaty. Holy fuck..ino no no..| saw the tunnels closing in..fuck.. 


| never hit the ground. A pair of warm arms grabbed me and pulled me up before | hit the cement. | blinked, 


trying to pull myself back to Earth. Those fingertips. That breathing. That scent. | knew who it was-- 


Izzy 


3 AM 


Author's Notes: 


Holy fuck that was close. I'm so glad | was here.He could have hit the pavement.. | looked at him. | hadn't seen 


him look like this ever. He was flushed and sweaty, did he have a fever? | moved in closer. 


“Axl.." | brushed his hair away from his face. It was damp. He looked up at me blearily. He looked so weak. "Are 
you alright?" He leaned into my touch. His face was so warm, and not in a good way. He felt hot. | felt his 
cheeks, neck and forehead with my hands. "Axl, | think you're running a temperature." 


‘lm ok now, really." Axl mumbled, his cheeks turning pink. He sat up a little in my arms. | helped him stand and 


led him to a bench. 


"Are you sure?" | said, sweeping his hair back and tucking it behind his ear. He nodded. God, | missed him so 


much. | missed his scent, his warmth, his seafoam eyes... 


| stood up and carefully brought him up with me. He seemed to balance ok, so | let go of him. We walked 
together through the park. | didn't know what to say to him. | was so happy, but so nervous. | knew what | had 
to tell him.but how? | sighed. Ok Here goes everything-- 


I'm so glad | found you, Axl.| need--to talk to you..lt's important..." 


| saw him sway out of the corner of my eyes and turned just in time to catch him on his way down to the 


ground. His eyes were fluttering. | held him in my arms, my back straining. 


“Axl! Axl, are you alright?!" | cried, going down to my knees to stop his head from hitting the concrete. | shook 
him a little and tapped his face. Axl, please stay awake, please! | don't want anything to happen to you, | couldn't 
take it! | shook him again. Please, Axl, hang in there! Christ, he was pale-- 


His eyes fluttered and he came back to reality. | found myself staring into seafoam eyes again. They were like 


stained glass. | released a great | didn't even know | was holding. He looked a little confused as to why we were 


both almost on the ground. 


"Are you Ok?" | asked him gently. He blinked and nodded slowly. | sat up him delicately and made sure he wasn't 
going to faint again. "Come on" | took his hand and pulled him with me. Even though he was boiling, | loved the 
way his hand fit into my mine. "You're coming back to my place. Get you some water and you can lay down. 


You need your rest. Tomorrow I'm taking you to the doctor." 


| opened my door, and led him in, steering him to the couch. It brought me back to taking care of my little 
brothers when they were sick and Mom and had to work He sat there in his beat coat and just looked 
miserable. His face was flushed and his hair was damp and stuck to his face. | rummaged around in the kitchen 
and found a spare glass that wasn't broken or dirty and filled it up with cold sink water. | pressed the cup into 
his hands. He didn't even look like he wanted to try and drink it. 


"zzy; = 


"No, no buts. You need to drink that. The whole glass. You're gonna dehydrate." l'm sounding like Spike now. Shit. | 
sat in front of him on the edge of the coffee table and made sure he drank it all. Then | took off his coat and 
took him into my bedroom. He stretched out on my bed. | pushed his hair back from his face. | sat next to 
him and laid back. Suddenly, my face got hot and my heart started pounding. Trembling and feeling the 
adrenaline course through my veins, | pulled him into my arms. He was so sweaty, it was like he'd just come in 
out of the rain | felt him relax against me. My face felt warm. | just held him. 


"Axl.l've missed you. | have. More than anything. l'm sorry..So sorry." | whispered into his ear. He didn't 
respond, but he nuzzled my chest gently. | smiled. | was happy to have him there. Just to hold onto him. | had 
been so stupid the past few weeks.hell, the past few months. | just held him to my chest and sighed | could 


feel him breathing against me. | closed my eyes. This was enough. 


| don't know how long | was out, but | woke up and the sun had gone down, the room was completely dark. 
What time was it? | made to grab the clock on the table, but i couldn't reach, something heavy was laying on 
my arm. Then it hit me. | brushed Axl gently. | wondered if he was awake, but | didn't have to check: | heard 


him whimpering softly, like he was in pain. 

"Ax? What's wrong?" | whispered, squeezing him gently. His clothes are soaked And the more | became aware 
of us, the more worried | was getting. His breathing was labored as if he was having trouble. "Babe, what's 
wrong?" 


"M--my heart--" | heard him murmur, shakily. Wait, what? 


"What's wrong with your heart?" | asked in his ear, pushing his hair out of his face. It was soaked too. He was 


drenched. He took a shaky breath and | felt him wince. 
"It hurts..." He said in a pained voice that | could barely hear. 


"What do you mean, it hurts? Like, does your chest hurt?" | asked, getting more and more alarmed. | felt him 


nod. 


"Its where my heart is.it hurts so bad." | heard him breathe into my shirt. He sounded like he was crying. If 


he was crying, it must hurt badly. Axl didn't cry about physical pain very often. This isn't good. "Its hard to 
breathe--" 


"Just relax, babe. I'm right here, ok? I'm not gonna go anywhere, | promise." | touched his face and neck with 
the back of my hand and got chills. He was on fire. No human being should ever feel this hot, ever. | brought 
my hand gently down to his chest to try and feel his heartbeat, but | couldn't feel a steady rhythm; it was all 


over the place. Oh my God, this is serious-- 


| shifted a little to grab the phone and called the only number | know. I'd never felt so relieved in my life when 


| heard the voice on the other end. 
"Hello?" 

"Duff? IFs Izzy." 

"Yo. What's up?" 

"Do you have a thermometer? It's urgent! 


"Uh..that's a good question. Let me check" | heard him yelling to Alec in the background to stop playing his 
guitar and did they have a thermometer. | waited, my heart beating so hard | could count how many beats 
passed in the silence. | stroked Axl's back and head with my free hand. Come on, Duff-- "Yeah. We have one. 


You can come by and get it” 
| can't, | need you to bring it over." | said quickly. No way in hell was | gonna leave Axl even for a minute. 
"Uh.is everything ok, Izzy? Are YOU ok?" 


‘Im fine, Duff, but we've got an emergency. Please hurry and bring it. There's a spare key under the mat, I'm 
in my room." | hung up without waiting for a goodbye. | squeezed Axl gently, feeling his shaky breathing. He 
curled into me even more, like he couldn't get close enough to me. | held him, stroking him gently with my 
fingers and singing softly to him. The minutes crawled by like years, but finally something arrived in the 
doorway in the shape of tall, fluffy and concerned bassist neighbor. He surveyed us. 


"I brought a glass one, its the only one we have. What's wrong?" Duff asked, looking at Axl with concern. But | 
wasn't listening, | was too busy pushing Axl's hair away from his mouth so | could stick the thermometer in it. 
Please hang in there, Axl.! wish | could take this away.| glanced at the clock. 3 AM..! pulled the thermometer 


out. 


"Holy shit, he's pushing 105--" | said out loud, starting to panic. If | didn't get him to a doctor, he's gonna 
fucking overheat--Axl, hang in there-- 


"Oh my God!" Duff exclaimed. "Izzy, he needs to go to the ER, that's a medical emergency!" 


"No, no, no--no hospital, please.." Axl whimpered. | squeezed him gently. 


"Baby, | have to take you. Your temperature is too high and you're in pain. Please don't fight me on this." | said 
softly, caressing his damp cheek. | sat up slowly and pulled him onto my lap. He clung to me, arms around my 


neck. "Duff, can you give us a ride to the ER? Please?" 


"Sure, let me go get my keys." He left the room. Axl cried out in pain and gripped my shirt. My heart broke 


for him. 


"Does it hurt, baby?" | asked softly, rubbing his back. He nodded into my chest. | couldn't see his eyes. "lm 
sorry. | wish | could take it away." He squeezed me and took a shuddering breath. | heard him yelp in pain. Even 
breathing hurt. | ran my hand down to his chest and rubbed it gently. His heart rhythm wasn't regular at all. 
Oh shit.. 


I'm scared, Izzy.." | heard him say. Me too, Axl..But | kissed the top of his head. 


‘lm not going anywhere, Axl. | promise. I'm right here. Itll be ok. We're gonna take you to the hospital. It'll be 
ok, babe, | promise." | grabbed a blanket off my bed and wrapped him in it. | ran my other hand through his 
hair gently and sang to him softly. Duff came back He and | half-carried Axl, blanket and all, outside and down 
the steps, putting him gently into the back seat of Duff's beat up car. | got in back next to him and pulled him 
into me, shoving my seatbelt out of the way. He laid in my lap, his eyes closed, so flushed and sweaty. | 
covered him with the blanket. He looked awful. Trying not to show him how | worried | was, | stroked his hair 


and sang to him in a low voice, with orange street lamps flashing by us, until we got to the hospital. 


Divine Intervention 


Author's Notes: 

This is based on a true story from Axl's life. He was sick with this illness (he referred to it as "strep throat 
in [my] heart) when he was younger (maybe early 20s?). | just filled in the rest. He also made a full recovery. 
Thanks everyone for sticking with us so far! Enjoy! 


| just focused on him. | could feel the movement of a car underneath everything, but | wanted to stay here in 
his arms. His shoulder was soft and warm, the fabric of his shirt silky and worn after years of washing. | 
could feel the shaky way he breathed and hear his heart beating. His thin fingers caressed my hot neck; they 
felt cool and soothing. | tried not to focus on the stabbing pain in my chest. | just wanted to be here in his 
arms: to feel the touch of his cool fingers, his scent, the sounds of his body. | took a breath, it hurt. 


"Shh.it's ok baby," | heard his soft voice in my ear. "I'm right here. It's gonna be ok" 


| didn't feel the car stop. Everything was hazy. Izzy was by my side. | knew | had to be at the hospital, but it 
didn't register. | felt like | was in a fog. | heard Izzy speak. A sharp pain went through my chest. | felt him 
squeeze my hand. Several pairs of hands were pulling me, laying me down on a stretcher. A gentle voice 
breathed in my ear, a hand with calluses touched mine.. 


There were bright lights above me. Everything was still so hazy. | hear voices, none that | recognized. The 
lights were so damn bright. | felt a sharp pinch in my arm. Something slender and light was being slid under 
my nose. Cold metal under my shirt; they were cutting my shirt off. They draped a gown over me and a crisp, 
white sheet on top of that. The pain was getting a little easier now and the haze was lifting. They stuck pads 
on my chest, and a few seconds later a bright blue flash of light popped in front of my eyes! It took my 
breath away; it felt like my heart had just skipped a beat and came back with an earth-shattering thud! 


Faces swam above me. Two stuck out to me in particular. She was young, maybe 30, with brown curly hair 
and a pretty face. She wore a bright white lab coat. She looked concerned, but comforting at the same time. 
She held my hand while she stuck me with needles, and if | was in pain. She draped a cool cloth on my head. 
Sometimes she had someone with her: someone tall, concerned, with a lone silver earring, a matching white lab 


coat and short, spiky blonde hair--- 


| woke up and the room was dim; the light had been turned down. | was alone. It wasn't as hazy, and | did feel a 
little better, but still weak, warm and achy. The gown and sheet were damp and sticky. | glanced up by my 
head. There were monitors and IV poles cluttered there. One looked like it was showing my heartbeat, but it 
looked funny. There were other numbers too, but | couldn't make sense of most of them. | heard the soft 
voices of other doctors in the hallway and saw the red glow of an EXIT sign. | closed my eyes.| was so 
exhausted... 


| heard a doctor come in quietly. My eyes felt heavy, too heavy to open. A hand took my wrist gently and a 
felt a certain spot with their fingers. | opened my eyes blearily. Shiny silver earring. Short spiky blonde hair. He 
was looking at his watch and taking my pulse, but | knew who it was-- 


"Spike?" | said weakly. He looked at me and jumped. 


“Axl! Oh my God, you scared me! | was sure you were sleeping!" Spike said, wide-eyed. "We do vital checks all 


right--" 
"What are you doing here?" | said quietly. My throat was still so sore. 


"Try not to overdo it. And | could ask you the same." said Spike, pushing his glasses up his nose. But his tone 
was gentle. "lm interning this semester. My mentor, Dr. Patanio, is your doctor. She's a cardiologist. She's been 


overseeing you; l'm just following her directions.” 


"Why do | have a cardiologist?" | asked Spike. That didn't make sense. | was just sick. Weren't specialists for 


people who were dying or extremely ill? 


"Dr. Patanio will explain better than | can, but you have a serious infection When you were brought here, you 
had an arrhythmia and a temperature over 105°. Your breathing and blood pressure were also poor. To say | 


was worried was an understatement. I've never seen Izzy so pale before." 
"Where is Izzy?" | asked. I'd been wanting to ask ever since he let go of my hand. "Can | see him?" 


"He's out in the waiting room. He came up with you when the ER sent you up to Cardiology. l'm not in charge, 
you'll have to ask the doctor. She's making her rounds at the moment. Unfortunately, | have other patients to 
check as well. I'll tell her you're awake; she'll be in shortly, | promise." Spike grasped my hand and squeezed it 


warmly before leaving the room. 


| closed my eyes again, settled back into my pillows and waited for the doctor to come in. | listened to the 
quiet chatter in the hallway, the squeaking of wheels going by every once in a while, the faint static of 
someone's radio.my body felt so heavy, but nothing really hurt much anymore. Every so often | felt a small 
twinge of pain in my chest, but it was much more bearable now. Just as | was about to drift off again, | heard 
a soft knock on the door. 


The young woman with the curly hair was back. 

"Axl? Are you feeling any better?" She asked. | nodded slowly, but stopped quickly because it hurt. She walked 
up to my bedside. She was pretty. "I'm Dr. Patanio, I'm a cardiologist. Andrew, my intern, was in earlier," She 
took my hand briefly. She had warm hands. "I'm sorry | had to put you through so much, but it was the best 


way to treat you. You have a serious strep infection" | stared. 


"Strep throat?" | said "This is strep throat?" 


"Yes. This is what happens when strep throat isn't treated. It attacks the rest of the body, especially heart 
muscle. If allowed to continue, it is fatal. However," she said as | drew a breath sharply, "You're going to make 
a full recovery. | want to run a few tests and do an ultrasound to be sure, but I'm fairly confident. Do you 
have a history of strep throat?" | nodded. I'd had it more times than | could count. "That may have also 
contributed to this. I'm going to keep you overnight so you can get some rest. We have you on some fluids, 


morphine and antibiotics, let's see how you do. When you're feeling better, I'll run a few more tests." She stood 


up. 


"Hey..Dr Patanio?" She stopped. "My friend is here, in the waiting room. He's the only family | have. Can he 


come in?" 
She stopped in the doorway and gave me a searching look. 
"| suppose so, but you need to rest. | will ensure your friend understands that. I'll be back with him shortly." 


She left the room. My heart skipped a beat, and not from whatever | was sick with. | stared anxiously at the 


door, holding my breath and waiting for Izzy to materialize there. 


